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MILTON. 



The star, that bids the shepherd fold, 

Now the top of heaven doth hold; 

And the gilded car of day 

His glowing axle doth allay 

In the steep Atlantic stream; 

And the slope Sun his upward beam 

Shoots against the dusky pole, 

Pacing toward the other goal 

Of his phamber in the east. 

Meanwhile welcome joy and feast, 

Midnight shout and revelry. 

Tipsy dance and jollity. 

Braid your locks with rosy twine 

Dropping odours, dropping wine. 

Rigour now is gone to bed, 

And Advice with scrupulous head; 

Strict Age and sour Severity, 

With their grave saws in slumber lie. 

We that are of purer fire 

Imitate the starry quire. 

Who in their nightly watchM spheres 

Lead in swift round the months and years. 



TRANSLATION. 



^AirrHF, irovfieai Koipo^ ivavKov, 
tcari'xec fikaaov <f>€u£p6<: "OXvfiiroir 
riyyec S' a^ova top Trvptdakwrj 
p€i0pov<; irfyrjveavv lArkavreioi,*; 
hl(f>po<; 6 ^olpov 'Xpva-eoKVK'Ko^;' 

TToXov ^e\t09 7rpo9 apxtvpov 
"Xje^Uiv oktIv errdvoD fi&Wociv 
eh avTiTTOpov ripfiova Kotra^ 

T^? ^cSa9 fierafiaivei. 
X^^P^ ^^ QcCKla, xaip Ev<f>poavvay 
K&fioi T€, /8oa ff a fieaovv/CTio^, 
olvoirKdvrjTOV r &pX0H* airopov 
TrXe/cer iv pohUo TrXeyfuiTi ^^falrav 
;^/(tr/Aa<rti' vyphv^ vyphv Bpo/j,i^' 
vvv 7€ TO SefjLvov KaTa/coLfjLaraL, 
TO T€ NovOeaUv; 6fb/ui 'ir€pla'<7o<l>pov' 
airapdfivOop^ S' evBei P^po?, 
'Xja Sa><f>pO(TVvay hpifiela Oed^ 

(To4>lav OpvKovaa fiaraiav, 
fifiel<; Be <f>\oyo^ ri)^ arfvoT€pa<; 

diTTepoecSr] 
^rjKovfiep x^P^^f ^* fravwxiot^ 
aypvTTva KVKkoif; irepLreXKofieimv 
ireoiv <f>vydBa<; firjvas; ayovaiv. 



' Vide Blomf. ad Msch. Prom. 193. 



MILTON. 



The sounds and seas with all their finny drove 
Now to the moon in wavering morrice move : 
And on the tawny sands and shelves 
Trip the pert faeries and the dapper elves: 
By dimpled brook and fountain brim 
The wood-nymphs, decked with daisies trim, 
Their merry wakes and pastimes keep. 
What hath night to do with sleep? 
Night hath better sweets to prove, 
Venus now wakes, and wakens love: 
Come, let us our rites begin ; 
'Tis only daylight that makes sin. 
Which these dun shades will ne'er report. 
Hail, goddess of nocturnal sport. 
Dark-veiled Cotytto ! to whom the secret flame 
Of midnight torches bums ; mysterious dame, 
That ne'er art called, but when the dragon womb 
Of Stygian darkness spits her thickest gloom. 



TRANSLATION. 



\i/jL€V€<;y TTOpdfJLoi T , alo\6<f>v\ol T 
lj(0ve; ffBtf fuipfiapvyaurtv 

Slav Ti/JMxri SeXdvcw' 
Kara Sk ^ovOov^ a>J6^ alyiaXov<i 
CKVpra T^Xiov fiopfioXv/ceiov, 

paZtva T €fjL7rov<ra ^opciJet. 

irapa fieiBcovTcov 
vafxara Kpovv&v axpa re X€i\?7, 
ApvaZe^^ KOfJbyftctv Koa^v l)(ov<Tai 
^aWiBay repTTvol^ iravyvC ayoinnv 

/cd>fioi<; IXapai' 
vi)^ Be /jLoi iirvtp t\ <tv fcotvcovei^ ; 
vif^ fiey afieivo) ripyftiv Trapejfer 
Kxnrpi^ iyepdeia viov eyeipei' 
airevBere S*' '^filv €9 opyia Kaip6<;' 
fiovop ifC(f>ali;€i <p&^ aKiTrjfiova' 

ravra Bk k€v0/j^v 
(TfcoToetf: ov 7ro)9 airoBei^eu 
;^aJp€ fjb€\dfJbwen\o<; iv vvKreplvoL^ 
watryfiaci BalfioVy X^^P^' Kotvtto)' 
aol irvp BoBcov Trdvinrxpv aXOei, 
Kpv<f>L<oVy BecnroLv a^T09, Khjqdela 
OTTore STvyla<; 6 SpafcovrcoBr}^ 
ve<f>ehxi^ y<Krn)p KaTaTruKVordrav 

hrrvaev op<f>vav, 



MILTON. 



And makes one blot of all the air : 

Stay thy cloudy ebon chair. 

Wherein thou ridest with Hecat, and befriend 

Us thy TOwed priests, 'till utmost end 

Of all thy dues be done, and none left out ; 

Ere the babbling eastern scout. 

The nice mom, on the Indian steep 

From her cabined loop-hole peep, 

And to the tell-tale sun descry 

Our concealed solemnity. 

Come, knit hands, and beat the groimd 

In a light fantastic round. 

MILTON. 



TRANSLATION. 



aepa ')(paivwv /crjXiBi fiia' 

Sl<l>pov<; 'EKara aol ff afia kocvov^ 

i^kvov iravaov fo^oein-o?, 
aov S* ,€v6pfcov9 tepeU '^fia<; 
l3ke>lrov irpevfievhi €9 t hv reKerh^; 
irdvTO)^ irdo-a^ <toI reXeo-ayfievy 
irplv 7 €^ khp&v XoKjov 7\(^v 
<f>v\aic iv KoptHf)ak ^Ivh&v dira'XAv 
^Hpiryei/eiav, aKOirui^ovaav 
rrjTC eK OvpIZo^ fjL\r)(pSev Koi\a<;, 
d0vpoy\d>TTq} Bel^ac ^oi^a> 
raS dwoppifrayv opyui deapAv. 
aryer ovv, <\>CKla<i aTrrere ^^eJpa?, 

Kal iroSi KOV<f>^ 
iroXvBalSaXa irXiJTTere yalav. 

L. 1832. 



MILTON. 



Sbfnttt £cI»o. 

Sweet Echo, sweetest nymph, that livest unseen 
Within thy aery shell, 
By slow Meander's margent green, 
And in the violet-embroidered vale. 
Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her sad song moumeth well: 
Canst thou not tell me of a gentle pair 
That likest thy Narcissus are? 
O ! if thou have 
Hid them in some flowery cave. 

Tell me but where. 
Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the sphere ! 
So may'st thou be translated to the skies. 
And give resounding grace to all heaven's harmonies. 

MILTON. 



TRANSLATION. 



XxQ, /c\v0i fioiy ^A')(a>y <rTpo<fyq. 

WfJL<f>da)v ayavmrdray 
KpvTTTov depiov aKdff>o<; 
va{ov<r\ fj 'xkoepav TrXaxa 
MaiAvhpov irdp a/cvfiovo^, 
fidaaa<; 37 xdr toSi/€<^€?9, 
OTTOv ff d Sua-ipo)^ Trdwvy 
drj8a>v /i6\o9 ol/crpop 
KaX&^ (Tol Karadprjvel' 
XiaaofiaVf d^pdv fioi, 
Kovpa^ <f>pd^€ aiwcoplSa, 
TTov valeiy fioKoL to5 <rc3 dirnarp, 

NapKiaa-tp Se/-wi9 efi<^epri^' 
el 8* €Kpv^a^ iv avdeai 
(TTrrjXatou Tti/09, dXXd jjboi 
ecTTOL^ TTOV iTOTC, <f>CKTdra 
^eif BeoTTOiv odpov Bed, 
Trpo^paaa, ovpavoirau KeU 'Jro- 
Xov ovTCD fJb€Tava<rTd(r\ 
^OXvfiTTOLO fiekddpcov 
evKekahov Trdaj) 
So{r)<; dpfiovla x^P^^* 

L. 1833. 
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DRYDEN. 



Vit Jibacrifire. 

Choose the darkest part o' th' grove, 
Such as ghosts at noon-day love. 
Dig a trench, and dig it nigh 
Where the bones of Laius lie : 
Altars raised of turf or stone 
Will the infernal Pow'rs have none. 
Answer me, if this be done ? 
'Tis done. 

Is the sacrifice made fit? 
Draw her backward to the pit: 
Draw the barren heifer back; 
Barren let her be and black. 
Cut the curled hair that grows 
Full betwixt her horns and brows : 
And turn your faces from the sun. 
Answer me, if this be done ? 
'Tis done. 

Pour in blood and bloodlike wine. 
To >mother earth and Proserpine : 
Mingle milk into the stream: 
Feast the ghosts that love the steam. 
Snatch a brand from funeral pile: 
Toss it in to make them boil : 
And turn your faces from the sun. 
Answer me, if this be done ? 
Tis done. 



DRYDEN. 



TRANSLATION. 
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otov fJL€ar}fil3pivoi<nv iv y(p6voi<; <f>iX£c 
€t8o)X* ivovKelvy Aatov irearifKun 
Trap oa-Ttvota-c aKOTrre fioi rdfppov ^dOo^. 
ov 'yap Tt 'xk(opol^ ovhe '\ja'Cvdi<; irore 
'Xaipovo't, 0(iofjLol<; oL ye viprepot Oeou 
X67 el Trerrpa/cTOi ravra; 

Ilav KoKw ^x^u 

dp rjvTpejnoTav irdvff oca a'<f>ayrj<i €j(€i; 
Tfjv CTelpav ovv Sinadev eh rdff>pov ;^€ft)i/ 
fi6<rxpv KodeXfceiv* rovro S* eS ^likaaa^ Sttco^ 
arelpdv re icaX fjueXaivav aifjA^ev^ ^(epolv. 
hreLTa TrXe/rra? SeJ a dirodpiaav Tovxas^ 
aairep icepdroiv o^ifidroyv r e^et fieaa^, 
Tpejreade 8' &slnv ira<i dvrjp d^ rjKiov. 
Xey el TretrpaKrai, ravra; 

Hav KaX&^ ex^t, 

aW aifiar* erf)(elv aifiualv re irpoa^ph 
otvov ydvo(; fiifiprja-Oy irafifj^riroyp he Trf 
h&pov ro^ lepov ff re IIepae<f>a>a'a^ ^yoi' 
irpoadh Be rah poaurt ovyKpadev yaXa^ 
Xv drfiiaiv ')(aipovres oi fce/c/MrjKore^f 
0a\lav l^oxrtir i/e 8e rov vcKp&v 7rvpa<; 
d<f)ap7rda'a<; av SaXov eh rd<f>pov ^dkcy 
57r6)9 TO anifiirav xdpr dva^eaei ^Xoyi. 
rperrea-de S' S^frcv 7ra9 dvrjp d<l> rjXlov. 
\ey el irhrpaicrai ravra ; 

Ilav /caXa)9 e^et. 

L. 1837. 
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TENNYSON. 



" Courage !" he said, and pointed toward the land: 
" This mounting wave will roll us shoreward soon." 
In the afternoon they came unto a land, 
In which it seemed always afternoon. 
All round the coast the languid air did swoon. 
Breathing like one that hath a weary dream. 
Full-faced above the valley stood the moon ; 
And like a downward smoke, the slender stream 
Along the cliff to fall and pause and fall did seem. 



A land of streams ! some, like a downward smoke, 
Slow-dropping veils of thinnest lawn, did go : 
And some thro' wav'ring lights and shadows broke. 
Rolling a slumberous sheet of foam below. 



TRANSLATION. 
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" ©ap<ro9/' €<f)7)' teal X^^P^^ ope^dfjbevo^ ttotI yaiaVy 
'qvxer eir aKpoirokov ra^eco^; fidXa icvfuiro^ 7j^€iv, 
eoTriptot S' fJKOv<nVy^ off eairepo^ MBio^ Tt9 
if>aiv€T' uKveaKCV K aKT7)v irepc vrjvefio^ o.rjp^ 
Bvawvoov 0)9 jSpi^oirro^ ovap' fjieydKcoaTl ceKtjvri 
(TTTJ KoBinrepOe poTrrj^' iirl 8' ovp€o<i, ^vre Kairvo^, 
ard^e re Ka\ Xrjyev /cal ard^ev dfioifioBU vScop^ 



peidpayv €J3pv€ yrj' 7rprjvrj(; ra fjuev ^i/t€ Kairvof;, 
rj€ Xlvov iroT acoro^y avcoOev XenrroraTa ylrfj'^ 
T&v S' aTTO, fiapfjuipvya<;fi€Tafi€L^ofji€vr}v re Btd'xXvVy 
K(f)<f>bv^ '7ra<f>\d^ovTa, KareicKv^^ othfiaT a^vaaov. 

1 Od, IX. 386. 2 Brunck. ad Soph. Track, 078. 

3 //. XIV. 16. 
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TENNYSON. 



They saw the gleaming riyer seaward flow 

From th' inner land : fiir off*, three moimtain-tops, 

Three silent pinnacles of aged snow, 

Stood smiset-flush'd : and, dew'd with show'ry drops, 

Up-clomb the shadowy pine above the woven copse. 

Was seen far inland, and the yellow down 
Border'd with palm, and many a winding vale 

The charmed sunset lingered low adown 
In the red West : thro' mountain clefts the dale v 
And meadow, set with slender galingale ; 
A land where all things always seem'd the same ! 
And round about the keel with faces pale, 
Dark faces pale against that rosy flame, 
The mild-eyed melancholy Lotos-eaters came. 

Branches they bore of tTiat enchanted stem. 
Laden with flow'r and fruit, whereof they gave 
To each, but whoso did receive of them, 
And taste, to him the gushing of the wave 
Far far away did seem to mourn and rave 
On alien shores : and if his fellow spake. 
His voice was thin, as voices from the grave : 
And deep-asleep he seem'd, yet all awake, 
And music in his ears his beating heart did make. 



TRANSLATION. 
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apyrjcrrrjv nrorafwv, fiirxpOev ireKarfoahe piovra 
Oavfiaaav* ap'^aiaf; ie vt<f>o^ /copv<f>a<; rpiKapijvou^ 
ayjro(f>a rr/\€(l>aim poSeo^ /SdXev €<nrep(y; avyfj* 
ev Bk iTLTV^ ir\€KTr}p Spoaoeaa avireWe Kaff vX/qv. 

^\ao9, cLKpoTCLTOis ^cwOfj^ CTTt T€pfuicri yaia<;, 
iravcTO Bvo/ievo^y alev fiiWovn ioifcmJ 
TTOppoo irovKxrfvayLTrTa hia Tnxr)(a^ eirpeir opeiva^ 
opfKea KoX ^rjaaav xal \eifi&v€f; KpOKofiaTrroL, 
<f>oiviKa)v T€ 7r€piaT€(f>€e; paSiimv re KVTrelpwV 
<f>d<rfjb a<TT€fjL(f>e^ dec' irepl he oTetpifv Kara /cvfjuiy 
ayxpov ISeiv, ^\o^e6v re /jbeXdyxporref; iraph <l>€yyo<;, 
rjryepedovTy d'^avolai Kart\^ke^ 6<p0a\fioi<rc, 
Adino^drfou 

Tol hrj K\j&va<; ^ipov dvd€p^€VTa<;^ 
Kap7ro<l>6pov ydvo<; apprjTov, Kol S&fcav ifcdarep' 
oi S errdaavTy dfierprfTOv xnreip a\a KVfiaToar/rj 
a^etvov irapd fflva /j,iwp6/jL€vov fiaic)(€veLv 
olBfi iBoKec ^ofi^7J€v' dpaiT) 8' tKero ifxovrj ^ 
<f>0€r/yofjiipa)Vf cS? Tt9 v€Kva)v dfievrfvo^ d<f) AlBov* 
VTTvo^ ex^f'V duirvovf;, Kpaiir}^ re iraXlppodof; opfirj 
17S1} Ti fi€\7rofi€va> IvSdWeTO. 



1 Od. IX. Q07. 



2 Theocr. xiii. 59. 
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They sat them down upon the yellow sand. 
Between the sun and moon upon the shore ; 
And sweet it was to dream of Fatherland, . 
Of child, and wife, and slave ; but evermore 
Most weary seem'd the sea, weary the oar, 
Weary the wandering fields of barren foam. 
Then some one said, ** We will return no more : " 
And all at once they sang, " Our island home 
Is far beyond the wave : we will no longer roam." 

There is sweet music here that softer falls 

Than petals from blown roses on the grass, 

Or night-dews on still waters between walls 

Of shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass : 

Music that gentlier on the spirit lies 

Than tired eyelids upon tired eyes : , 

Music that brings sweet sleep down from the blissful 

skies. 
Here are cool mosses deep. 
And thro' the moss the ivies creep. 
And in the stream the long-leav'd flowers weep, 
And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs in sleep. 



TRANSLATION. 
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ot S' iKaOfjvTOy 
fi€<T<rrfyiff; ^olfiov re <f}dov^ Sias re SeXrjvr)^, 
^t/Oov eir atrfUbKorr irepi> r' aa-fievov efivqaamo 
irarpiia Kal S/A<5a9, <^tXa reicva, <^iXa9 re yxwaXfcar 
KVfia he Bv<T<f}6p€ov, xal vav<rr6kiqv oK^yetvrfv, 
Kal ireKarfq ' a^poio 'jrdkinrXavrj drpvyerou). 
&S€ Bi Ti<; etireaKevj "''-4X^9 ir^iT'\jam)p^ff ^ ircupor^ 
airrW apa ^vfjL7ravT€<;, " AXlfipoxov vp^repov S5 
€if pJXa pMKpov airecmv, €Ka<; ivi otvoin irovrtp* 
S>be fi€V€i>v 6x apUJTOV SXi^ irejrXavrjp^eff ^ eralpoc'* 

^S,Sl0V /i€\09 iv0dB\ fj TL^ OTp. 

pimii ireraKoVy poBcov ev axp^, 

TToav fiKa ^a\6vTo<:* i) 

w/cTtXafiirh vTToo'/ciov 

paivovaa yftaxa^ rjpepmov 
Kptnrr ivZopAjypv pap!' 

ov Toaaov KapArcp i^CKvirvov^ 

rf\ljva<; KaT€0€\^€V 

Kov<f)ov eirl fi\e<f)dp(f)v ^dpo<; ip^ireaov' 

d/C7)Sea)v d^ iSp&v 
iirci>Scu<; psrerrep^'^aO' xhrvov. 

irdvrr) B^ evl raKerav^ pekdpoi^ 

vapov Tapv<l>vX\x)v epvo^* 

^advarpoDTov aSrjv BUptret, dimarp. 

'^vxpdv (rrvfidS^ dp><f)l Kuaao^' evBet 

irpo^ijTODV (nrCKdZoyv airo 

p^Kcov atya Kadrjppuivo^,^ 

1 0<f. y. 885. 

2 Soph. CBrf. Col 668—719 (Dindorf. Poetce Scenici Gr<Bci.) 
» Od. VIII. 622. * Soph. Antig. 1222. 
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Why are we weighed upon with heaviness, 
And utterly consum'd with sharp distress, 
While all things else have rest from weariness ? 
All things have rest : why should we toil alone, 
We only toil, who are the first of things. 
And make perpetual moan, 
Still from one sorrow to another thrown : 
Nor ever fold our wings. 
And cease from wanderings : 
Nor steep our brows in slumber's holy balm ; 
Nor hearken what the inner spirit sings, 
" There is no joy but calm ! " 

Why should we only toil, the roof and CTOwn of 
things? 



Lo ! in the middle of the wood 
The folded leaf is woo'd from out the bud 
With winds upon the branch, and there 
Grows green and broad, and takes no care, 
Sun-steep'd at noon, and in the moon 
Nightly dew-fed : and tumivg yellow 
Falb, and floats adown the air. 



TUANSLATION. 
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TcCKal^povei avTOD^i 
avaKeaTordrat,^ dviai^ 
rffjL€t<;' irdpa 8' aWoi^ 
Sta Xvypa<: dvdiravai^ oi^vo^y 

OCT €<rTLV ff fJUOVOCaLV 

eifiapTai KafLartov d^viCTtov 
areveiv dXlaara, Oe&v fjuer* epyot^ 

irptOTela fidrav \axova-iv ; 
rifuv Toh inrepdXKjOL^y '^(OovLKjiiV toa? \i&{ dptOTOL^:, OTp* 
opvi^ &)9 Trrepvyoav dKdfULTO^; rt? TroXvTrXdryKTOio'iv 
ipcTfioU,^ 

VTTVOLO Krikr^dfib^ dfi^poTOto 
dp oviroT ifjLl3dylr€L xdpa ; 
irovoDV arfev<rTO<; XeXoyjaev S\^ov, 
€vav\ov ToS^ i<f>v/jLV€2 'i/ ffypeal Baifjxov, 



<l>€v' vXa^ iv 6fM<f>a\o2<nv d^poroicrLj 
pXAarav <f)vWov vTre/cSw, dvifwv aatvofievov tciva- 

'XkoDpov €Xfpv<f>ve<; ^pv€i, 
oKrlve^ S* dpApifwov 
€vhu}Vy vxrxJ^ S* atne aeKdva Tpi<f)€v epaa* dm, 
Ti\jo^ S dXK&xpoov pec, Kara S' oipov fb€T€Q}pov Sea- 

<f)€Vy€U 

1 JSsch. Agam. 52. 
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Lo ! Bweeten'd with the Bummer light, 

The ftill-juic'd apple, waxing over-mellow, 

Drops in a silent autumn night. 

All its allotted length of days. 

The flower ripens in its place, 

Ripens and &des, and falls, and hath no toil, 

Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil. 



Hateful is the dark-blue sky 
Vaulted o'er the dark-blue sea. 
Death is the end of life : ah, why 
Should life all labour be ? 
Let us alone. • Time driveth onward fast, 
And in a little while our lips are dumb. 
Let us alone. What is it that will last ? 
All things are taken from us, and becopie 
Portions and parcels of the dreadful Past. 
Let us alone. What pleasure can we have 
To war with evil ? Is there any peace 
In ever climbing up the climbing wave ? 
All things have rest, and ripen tow'rd the grave 
In silence ; ripen, fall and cease. ^ 

Give us long rest or death, dark death, or dreamful ease ! 
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0€povs iv avycu^i Trhrov T€0ff\o^, 
mpaiov eirea-ev evw^ov 
aicpwi oTTcopaf; dtfxova fiaXov. 
^Q>a9 fwiplSiop rip/ia reXeia^ 
avdetov yivT) /cardwa aZvocrp/oVf 
oLKfid^ovT dirovco^, <l>povBa S* ejreiT ^€t* iTraaav^ 
ripa poTT&i 

evKCLpTrouTi SvaeKXvray; 
ippi^(Ofi€V dpovpac<s, 

J OTvyvbv TToXov Kvdveov arp. 

PdOo^ iraKai irop<f}vpoei£ov^ 

vTrepTerarac 0a\dTTa<:' 
^&<nv ddvaro^ ireirpcDTab* 
5'(5i/T€9 8* diravarfp irovtp a\Xa)9 ^iov avrXovfiev 
ear' iaavpAvoDV pifi<l> ivuwr&v 

air^a Td')^ hreiat^v' oviev 
OTaOfibv €'X€i ^e^auov. 

irdvT iic\£KovTrev, <f>o^€p^ aimoTp. 

Bk T&v irdkat av^uy ofitXto 

<f)€vy€r tI S* drepirh alev 
dSfiTJTy dfidxov KUT ara^y 
K\vSa>v eir dfju^alvofiev ; eaff acnr)(la^ iraa-LV 
(/iri eiaep'XpiJiiva^ fiolpa Kaff &pav' 

Ta9 TTOvXirrrXdvayv ovelpcoVy 

fj Oavdrov TV)(pt,fjL€v, 

1 Sopb. Antig. 781—800. 
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How sweet it were, hearing the downward stream, 
With half-shut eyes ever to seem 
Falling asleep in a half-dream ! 
To dream and dream, like yonder amber light. 
Which will not leave the myrrh-bush on the height ; 
To hear each other's whispered speech ; 
Eating the Lotos, day by day. 
To watch the crisping ripples on the beach. 
And tender curving lines of creamy spray : 
To lend our hearts and spirits wholly 
To the influence of mild-minded melancholy : 
To muse and brood and live again in memory. 
With those old faces of our infancy 
Heaped over with a mound of grass. 
Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an urn of brass ! 



Dear is the memory of our wedded lives. 
And dear the last embraces of our wives 
And their warm tears : but all hath sufFer'd change ; 
For surely now our household hearths are cold : 
Our sons inherit us : our looks are strange : 
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^ 7] TCpTTVov fidXay ircuy&v arp. 

Trap KkivOivra Karappoounv, 
ael fi\e<l>dpoi^ imv&Se^ 17/it- 
KKeloToi^ coS* oaov oif KaOevSeiir 

rfKeicrpo<^arj kot avyav 

in|roO VI fivpplvov 

^OTOV flOVLflOV' Kaff CLfie^ 

pav yjnOvpov dvTKfxaveivy 

/cvfjudri alr/uiK^ 
KvpTcoOevff airoKcL aKOTretvy yaXafcrd)' 

Stj t df^pov woXvfcvKkov' dimarp. 

<r€, SioTToiv dr/dvo(f>pov, alveivy 
rdv Aa>TO(f>dr/oi^ (fyiXav, KjaTqif>el-' 
a* ^vaa6(^povi iroXKa OvfJuA 
etScdka TrdXac davomcov, 

olaiv ^pe<fyq awq- 
fi€v, vvv (TTToSov i^LTrfKov 
')(aXKeKaTov Srffo<; evhov 

'Xpifiaai TVfi^(y)(6oi<: 
etpyei, ^VTaaiaL^; irdXtv irpocravSdv 

2 dSv Tt Kovpihmv ivOvfieurOac {ffievaUoV a-rp. 

<f>i\jaL x^P^^ irepLTTTVxaXt 
Kal SaKpvcov fivdfia' rd Sk iravraxov T/Wotiwra^* 

17/iSi/ ydp i(l>eaTiov ovSa<; 
xXapovo/jLOv Karix^t 761/09, rj ^ivcov 



1 Eur. Hecub. 444—466. 2 Sopb. (Ed, Tyr, 151—166. 
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And we should come like ghosts to trouble joy : 

Or else the island-princes over-bold 

Have eat our substance, and the minstrel sings 

Before them of the ten-years' war in Troy, 

And our great deeds, as half forgotten things. 

Is there confusion in the little isle ? 

Let what is broken so remain. 

The Gods are hard to reconcile : 

'Tis hard to settle order once again. 

There is confusion worse than death. 

Trouble on trouble, pain on pain. 

Long labour unto aged breath. 

Sore task to hearts worn out with many wars, 

And eyes grown dim with gazing on the pilot-stars. 



But, propt on beds of amaranth and moly. 
How sweet, while warm airs lull us, breathing lowly, 
With half-dropt eyelids still. 
Beneath a heaven dark and holy. 
To watch the long bright river drawing slowly 
His waters from the purple hill — 
To hear the dewy echoes calling 
From cave to cave thro' the thick-twined vine — 
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U xnrepvivopia* 'jraph S afivaarov iroKkfiov \oyop 

€pya T apurrrjfovy 0e76^ r*? aoiSg^ i<f)VfiV€L* 
fifieh \vyp6v IBeiv, m ti^ ira\ivopcro<; a<f> AXBov. avr* 

rh 8* ippirct} Bvai^oBa, 
Oeol fidX! afieiKLKTOLy vdacp S* m Koafio^ a/eocfios* 
€(mv davdrov rv %€pew>x/, 
5X709 eir aXryeai yr]pa<; err* ea^aroVf 
ff dvfi^ KaKov a')(6o^ aSrjv iroXefiot^ KeKopvfpivtpy 
6fi/uurl T cLfi^uvOeuTi 7rpo9 aoTpouTiv ^CKovavrai^i} 



^ fi&Xv KOT, efr a/JLapav- <rrp. 

Tivav tm^aS evarptoTov, 

VTTVCoa'arovai l3\€^>dpoc^, 

XeTTTct Z€<f>vpoi)V irveovTfoVy 

VTTO T ovpavov KV€<f>a^ 

dfi^poalov, BoXix^^ 
TTorafiia^ opqiv 
fjKa peovaa^ uTrb 'irop<f>Vp(oZ&v 

fiovv(M>v inr^K 7rpoxod<S' ret S* il^^fl? 

K€Kev<Tfiaff irfpa^ hrdXKrjXxi 

(nrkacLV iv dvTiTxnroi^ dmicrTp* 

vkav Sici KcChXi^orpx/Vy 

» Scott-Liddell Lex, in voc. 2 Eur. Hippol. 121—140. 
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To hear the em'rald-colour'd water falling 
Thro' many a woVn acanthus- wreath divine ! 
Only to hear and see the fer-off sparkling brine, 
Only to hear were sweet, stretch'd out beneath the 
pine. 



The Lotos blooms below the flow'ry peak : 
The Lotos blows by every winding creek : 
All day the wind breathes low with mellower tone : 
Thro' eVry hollow cave and alley lone 
Round and round the spicy downs the yellow Lotos- 
dust is blown. 
We have had enough of action, and of motion we, 
Roll'd to starboard, roll'd to larboard, when the surge 

was seething free. 
Where the wallowing monster spouted his foam-foun- 
tains in the sea. 
Let us swear an oath, and keep it with an equal 

mind. 
In the hollow Lotos-land to live and lie reclin'd 
On the hills like Gods together, careless of man- 
kind: 
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7] irov tcvdveov cSS* 

vScop fief aKavOivoLCL 

7ro\vSaiBd\oi<: irXoKok 

deairealot^ K€\dpv~ 

fyv, airovca^ Kkveiv' 
iroppaydev SXfiav eciZelv <f>a€wavy 
v^av^ev eld' xnro hevhp oKOveiv* 
TOVTOi^ ^iov eoTt TToifiaiveiv. 

nrapd f evavO&v Kopv(f>a^ irpcovcDv 
TTopdfi&v f iaroSov^ aloKofwpifxov 
TsMTov OcCKepov ydvo^ aKfid^er 
irvet iravvrifiap fmh£aic6^ drfp' 
KoTKa Kaf airrpa Koi oloiro^J arffcrjy 
irepl \eifjL(!>v(ov TrXaro? ^voafKov, 
^avOov (nrepfuiTa 
Xdrrov ipiperai irdXvSivrj, 
aTu^ etpyaaraL Koi irenrovryraf, 
vvv hfi Be^ut vvv iif dpurrepct 
Xa^p^ /cvfJuiTL 7roproTivd/CTOL<;, 
evda 7r€\(opu)v xr^oa i<f>va'a 

TTpOfCVkLvSofieVOV KTJTO^ d<l>p(oSoV^ 

otSfuiTo^ a'xyav. 
dyer* ovv o-xypcuf; opKca fiov\ai<i 
0&fjL€V, <TVfi<f>pov€^ cS8e Bca^Vy 
TpOTTov ddavdrcoVf ovf iv 'OXv/htto} 
irapct ve/crapioL^ Kclvrai irdyfiaaiv 

€l/ci] 'xPoVLfOV dfJL€\0VVT€^* 
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For they lie beside their nectar, and the bolts are 

hurl'd 
Far below them in the valleys, and the clouds are 

lightly curl'd 
Round their golden houses, girdled with the gleaming 

world : 
Where they smile in secret, looking over wasted 

lands, 
Blight and famine, plague and earthquake, roaring 

deeps and fiery sands. 
Clanging fights, and flaming towns, and sinking ships, 

and praying hands. 
But they smile, they find a music centred in a doleful 

song 
Steaming up, a lamentation and an ancient tale of 

wrong. 
Like a tale of little meaning though the words are 

strong ; 
Chanted from an ill-us'd race of men that cleave the 

soil. 
Sow the seed, and reap the harvest with enduring 

toil. 
Storing yearly little dues of wheat, and wine, and oil : 
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TT/Xe S* iv oUpeai fipovrct, tcava/xet 
'^(pvaea Bcofiara irpo^ Oeorefyiri], 
OTpo^Stvovvral t afi^U v€<f>e\/il, 
irepl 8' ovpdvLO^ 
artk^ei ttoXo? aaT€po(l>€yyi]^. 



ol S* opvfJidryS^ yav ^poroXolytp 
ScairepdopAvaVy ^pitxf^v iriXaryo^, 
yQova <Tei(T0el(Tav, '^dfifwv <p</y/iavy 
oKoa Xocfiov XLfJLOv iir utij, 
KaTa0pavofi€va<; vav<: ivl fcvfiaa-iv, 
currieov afwrov irvp KaiopAvcDV, 
%€*pa5 u iKercov, 

\d0pa X'^^povaiv 6p&vT€<;, 
TO Bk Opfqv&Ze^ fiiXo^; oxyvytoi/ 
iripv TepTTo/jbivoLf; &a-i Si'^ovratf 
KovK aXeyovaiv Becva Xeyovrtov, 
TO ira^ avOpdyjrcov alKi^o/nevcjv 
eiaava^aZvov Bcofjuar 'OXvfirrroir 
T&v TKjaa-t/jrovwVy t&v dporijpoyv, 
ifyiTvOelaa^; ol t airo yala^ 
avrov €Ti]a-u>v, olvov, eKaioVy 

Buia(o^ova-iv /cofiCaavre;. 



1 -Slsch. Prom. 94. 
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Till they perish^ and they suffer— some, 'tis whisper'd — 

down in hell 
Suffer endless anguish, others in Elysian valleys dwell, 
Resting weary limbs at length on beds of asphodel. 
Surely, surely, slumber is more sweet than toil, the 

shore 
Than labour in mid-ocean, wind and wave and oar : 
Oh rest ye, brother-mariners, we will not wander 

more. 
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6avaTO}0€VTe: B' ol fiev ev A'lBov, 
TOidSe <f)dfJLa dpvK£l yjnOvpcty 
Sta/cvaLOfievoi, irrjfi ad\€vova\^ 
ol B* ivl Pdacrai^ 'Ukuauiiaiv, 
Kafidrcov ia-ael yvla XvOivref;, 
Kara t d<r(f>oB€\ov 

Sifivt oKvTTOi Buir/ov<nv. 
ear dpairavka^f ear eicl yepa-ov 
yipa<; dBvov, tovto ora^earaTOV, 
r^k ^adinfKjooVy r}k Bvadvefiov 
alev iperjiov kottov i^ainKeiv, 
\i77€Te fJuy)(d(0V9 

if>€V {i&xjStov \riyeffy iraXpou 



L. 1860. 
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®Df to 9Dbet0ttj!. 

Daughter of Jove, relentless power, 

Thou tamer of the human breast. 

Whose iron scourge and torturing hour, 

The bad affiight, affiet the best ! 

Bound in thy adamantine chain, 

The proud are taught to taste of pain. 

And purple tyrants vainly groan 

With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone. 

When first thy Sire to send on earth 
Virtue, his darling child, designed, 
To thee he gave the heav'nly birth. 
And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stem rugged N^irse! thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year she bore ; 
What sorrow was, thou bad'st her know. 
And from her own she leam'd to melt at others' woe. 

Gray. 
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Qu^ saevo domitos imperio regis 
Mortales, superi nata Jovis Dea, 
Dira non sine poena et 
Flagris improba ferreis 

Pertentans homines; unde adamantinis 
Sub vinclis trepidum comprimitur Nefas, 
Angunturque malorum 
Sens pectora luctibus, 

Nee purl sceleris non animi dolent; 
Te reges dominam purpurei novam, 
Per deserta domorum, 
Te vano gemitu tremunt. 

Cum leetam generi mittere filiam 
Humano voluit eoelicolum Pater 
Virtutem, tibi diam 

Commisit sobolem Deus, 

Ut pinidens tenerae pectora fingeres : 
Ah ! quanta rigidam te patientia, 
Nutrix aspera, longis 
Virtus temporibus tulit! 

Sensit, qua miseris fracta doloribus 
Mens cura gemeret : sensit, et baud suo, 
Te perdocta magistra, 
Luctu tangitur invicem. 

L. 1837. 
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How often have I paused on every charm^ 

The sheltered cot and cultivated farm^ 

The never-failing brook and busy mill, 

The decent church that topt the neighbouring hill, 

The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shade. 

For talking age and whispering lovers made ! 

How often have I blest the coming day. 

When toil remitting lent its turn to play. 

And all the village train, fit)m labour free. 

Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree ; 

While many a pastime circled in the shade. 

The young contending, as the old surveyed ; 

And many a gambol frolicked o'er the ground. 

And sleights of art and feats of strength went round ; 

And still as each repeated pleasure tired. 

Succeeding sports the mirthftd band inspired : 

The dancing pair that simply sought renown 

By holding out to tire each other down ; 

The swain mistrustless of his smutted face. 

While secret laughter tittered round the place ; 

The bashftil virgin's sidelong looks of love. 

The matron's glance that would these looks reprove ! 

These were thy charms, sweet Village; sports like these 

With sweet succession taught even toil to please ; 

These round thy bowers their cheerful influence shed ; 

These were thy charms — but all these charms are fled. 

GOLDSMITH. 
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Ah ! quoties illo cessabam lentus in agro, 

Miratus placidas culta per arva casas, 
Et loca qua pistrina sequacibus adstrepit undis, 

Mundaque vicinis addita templa jugis, 
Et frutices'laetos^ aptasque sedentibus umbras, 

Seu senium musset, sive susurret amor. 
Ah ! quoties grato venerabar pectore lucem, 

Cum misso exciperent pensa labore joci, 
Multaque ruricolse properarent agmina turbse 

Ducere sub patula fronde soluta choros. 
Tum fuit umbrosa quantum certamen arena ! 

Colludunt juvenes, aspiciuntque senes ; 
Innumerosque cient vexato in gramine gyros, 

Membrorum vegeta vi, celerique manu. 
Displiceat toties eadem repetita voluptas ? 

Inveniet ludos Iseta catei'va novos. 
Certatim innocuam qui produxere choream, 

Saltando ut facilis gloria parta foret ; 
Rusticus inspersa foedus fuligine vultum, 

Qui movet occultos, nescius ipse, jocos ; 
Yirginis indictam prodentia limiina flammam, 

Quaeque oculo mater vix prohibere velit — 
Hos comites inter, sedes dilecta, laboris 

Dulcibus immisti lene placebat onus ; 
Haee tibi tranquillam spirabant undique pacem ; 

Haec tibi — sed notos deseruere locos ! 

L. 1838. 
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®enone. 

There is a vale in Ida, lovelier 

Than all the valleys of Ionian hills. 

The swimming vapour slopes athwart the glen, 

Puts forth an arm, and creeps from pine to pine, 

And loiters, slowly drawn. On either hand 

The lawns and meadow-ledges midway down 

Hang rich in flowers, and fer below them roars 

The long brook falling thro' the cloVn ravine 

In cataract after cataract to the sea. 

Behind the valley, topmost Gargarus 

Stands up and takes the morning ; but in front 

The gorges, opening wide apart, reveal 

Troas and Ilion's column'd citadel, 

The crown of Troas. 
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TJT POTUIT 

EXIMIUM HOC CABMBN 

IN AMCENIS 

APUD FALCONHUBST 0TII8 

LATIIfE REDDIDIT 

ET 

JOAIflfl O. TALBOT 

OPTIMO AMICIS8IM0 

D. D. 

L. 



Est Ida in media yaUis, quot Ionia yalles 
Alma fovet, forma superans. Ibi saltibus hserent 
Et lenti £uitant inter pineta vapores. 
At gravidos multis decorant pendentia prata 
Floribus hinc illinc montes : rivusque reductas 
Desilit in rapes^ reboatque anfraetibus imis, 
Oceani longinqua petens. Hie Oargarus ingens 
Praeripit Auroram : sed ab ilia parte, revulsis 
Faucibus, apparet celsis speciosa columnis 
Troas, et Iliacse, deciis illae Troadis, arces. 
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Hither came at noon 
Mournful CEnone, wandering forlorn 
Of Paris, once her playmate on the hills. 
Her cheek had lost the rose, and round her neck 
Floated her hair, or seem'd to float, in rest. 
She, leaning on a fragment twined with vine, 
Sang to the stillness, till the mountain shade 
Sloped downward to her seat from the upper cliff. 

" O mother Ida, many-fountain'd Ida, 
Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
For now the noonday quiet holds the hill : 
The grasshopper is silent in the grass : 
The lizard, with her shadow on the stone, 
Rests like a shadow, and the cicala sleeps. 
The purple flowers droop : the golden bee 
Is lily-cradled : I alone awake. 
My eyes are full of tears, my heart of love ; 
My heart is breaking, and my eyes are dim, 
And I am all a-weary of my life. 

" O mother Ida, many-fountain'd Ida, 
Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
Hear me, O earth ! hear me, O hills ! O caves 
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Hue adiit, rapido medii sub sole diei, 
Solivaga CEnone, Paridem fletura sodalem. 
At tenera in cervice comae jacuere solutae : 
Nee rosesB fulsere genae. Sub rape reelinis 
Vitibus intexta, longo tranquilla locoram 
Carmine mulcebat, donee demissa sedentem 
Velavit summis paulatim k montibus umbra. 

" Me miseram exaudi seatebroso k euhnine, mater ! 
Ida meam^ genitrix, mors adyenit, aecipe vocem. 
Jam colles siluere ; silent per prata loeustae : 
Glauea laeerta jaeens, in saxum projicit umbram, 
Ipsa umbram referens. Inter cunabula florum 
Aurea dormit apis : dormit tranquilla eieada : 
Languent purpurei flores. Ego sola soporis 
Inseia : me flentes oculi, me cordis amores, 
Me luetus, duraeque tenent mala taedia vitae. 



" Me miseram exaudi seatebroso k culmine, mater ! 
Ida meam^ genitrix, mors advenit, aecipe vocem. 
Proh juga, proh tellus, gelidisque audite cavernae 
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That house the cold crown'd snake ! O mountain 

brooks, 
I am the daughter of a river-god ; 
Hear me, for I will speak^ and build up all 
My sorrow with my song, as yonder walls 
Rose slowly to a music slowly breathed, 
A cloud that gathered shape : for it may be 
That while I speak of it, a little while 
My heart may wander from its deeper woe. 

" O mother Ida, many-fountain'd Ida, 
Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
I waited underneath the dawning hills. 
Aloft the mountain lawn was dewy-dark. 
And dewy-dark aloft the mountain pine : 
Beautiftil Paris, evil-hearted Paris, 
Leading a jetrblack goat, white-hom'd, white-hoord. 
Came up from reedy Simois all alone. 

" O mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
Far off the torrent called me from the cleft : 
Far up the solitary morning smote 
The streaks of virgin snow. With down-dropt eyes 
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Angoibus implicitse, celeresque b montibua amnes ! 
Me Numen genuit fluviale. Ego, qualia lentum 
Lente ilia ad cantum, (nubi yelut indita fonna,) 
Moenia surrexisse ferant, ita carmine luctum 
Infonnare velim, soliti si forte doloris 
Infixum liceat tantillum fallere vulnas. 



*^ Me miseram exaudi seatebroso h culmine, mater ! 
Ida meam, genitrix, mors adyenit, accipe vocem. 
Suspiciens montes incerta luce rabentes, 
Et gelido pinus suffiisas rore, sedebam : 
Cum Paris, heu ! nimium pulchri sub tegmine vultus 
Turpia corda foyens, albis et comibus hircum 
Insignem pedibusque adducens, csetera nigrum. 
Solus arundinea venit Simoentis ab unda» 

" Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
At me prsecipites procul e convallibus undae 
Yisse compellare : procul, super invia montis, 
Incedens tacito signabat culmina gressu, 
Et puras Aurora nives. Ego sola sedebam 
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I sat alone : white-breasted, like a star 
Fronting the dawn, he moved : a leopard-skin 
Droop'd from his shoulder, but his sunny hair 
Cluster'd about his temples like a god's ; 
And his cheek bri^ten'd, as the foambow bri^tens 
When the wind blows the foam, and all my heart 
Went forth to embrace him coming ere he came. 

" Dear mother Id% hearken ere I die ! 
He smiled, and op^iing out his milk-white palm 
Disclosed a fruit of pure Hesperian gold. 
That smelt ambrosially, and while I looked 
And listened, the full-flowing river of speech 
Came down upon my heart * My own (Enone, 
Beautiftd-brow'd (Enone, my own soul. 
Behold this fruit, whose gleaming rind, ingrav'n 
" For the most fiur," would seem to award it thine, 
As lovelier than whatever Oread haunt 
The knolls of Ida, loveliest in all grace 
Of movement, and the charm of married brows.' 

" Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
He press'd the blossom of his lips to mine, 
And added, * This was cast upon the board, 
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Triste tuens : ilium mox albo pectore, ut atras 
Stella fugat penetrans adversa fronte tenebras, 
Vidi afiulgentem. Lateris gestamina pulchri 
ExuvisB pardi pendebant^ diaque flavis 
Fluctibns imdantes velabant tempora crines, 
Splendebantque genee, qualis, cum ventus aquosam 
Fert agitans spiunam, nitet arcus in setheris auras. 
lUum amplexa ocidis, totoque e corde vocayi. 

" Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit^ accipe vocem. 
Continuo flavum, quod lactea dextra tenebat^ 
Ostendit malum, Hesperioque insignius auro, 
Purique ambrosios exspirans roris odores, 
Risitque alludens. Arrecta mente manebam : 
Protinus ^ suavi manantia verba labello 
Cor pepulere meum : * Speciosam Candida frontem, 
CEnone, mea vita, hujusne in oortice pomi 
Inscriptum, " Capiat quee sit pulcherrima," cemis ? 
quse nee faciles motu% neque frontis amoenam 
Juncturam, PhrygieB decedis Oreasin Idea, 
Nonne tibi meritam liceat captare coronam V 

** Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Labris labra meis, rosemn referentia florem, 
Admovit, dixitque : * Vides, quod fertur amaras, 
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When all the full-faced presence of the gods 
Ranged in the halls of Peleus : whereupon 
Rose feud, with question unto whom 'twere due : 
But lightfoot Iris brou^t it yester-eve, 
Delivering that to me, by common voice 
Elected umpire, Here comes to-day, 
Pallas and Aphrodite, claiming each 
This meed of fairest. Thou, within the cave 
Behind yon whispering tuft of oldest pine, 
Ma/st well behold them imbeheld, imheard 
Hear all, and see thy Paris judge of gods.* 

" Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
It was the deep midnoon : one silvery cloud 
Had lost his way between the piney sides 
Of this long glen. Then to the bower they came ; 
Naked they came to that smooth-swarded bower, 
And at their feet the crocus brake like fire, 
Violet, amaracus, and asphodel, 
Lotos, and lilies : and a wind arose. 
And overhead the wandering ivy and vine. 
This way and that, in many a wild festoon 
Ran riot, garlanding the gnarled boughs 
With bunch and berry and flower thro' and thro'. 
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Dis amplo aspectu Pelei celebrantibus aulam, 

Appositum rkas genuisse. Hoc niintia malum 

Detulit en ! Iris celeri velocior aura, 

Et mihi pennissiuu communi foadere palm» 

TVadidit arbitrium. Quin mox cum Pallade Jimo et 

Concurrens aderit magna ad oertamina formae 

Cytherea Venus. Tu, qua longseva susurrant 

Pineta, antrorum videas celata latebris 

Me Paridem tantas Superdm componere lites.' 



" Ida meam, genitrix, mors adyenit, accipe vocem. 
Arduus in medio flagrabat Phoebus Olympo : 
Unaque, protenti latera inter pinea saltus, 
Errabat nubes. Herbosum adeuntibus antrum, 
Fulgida, sub pedibus nudarum, copia florum, 
Lilia cum violis et amaracus asphodelusque 
Ludere, cum loto, vitesque hederseque vagantes 
Desuper inniuneras vento intertexere vittas, 
Mistaque baccarum in vario ciun flore raxjemo 
Infula nodosis frondes involyere ramis. 
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** mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
On the tree-tops a crested peacock lit^ 
And o'er him floVd a golden cloud, and leaned 
Upon him, slowly dropping fragrant dew. 
Then first I heard the voice of her to whom. 
Coming thro* heaven, like a light that grows 
Larger and clearer, with one mind the gods 
Rise up for reverence. She to Paris made 
Proflfer of royal power, ample rule 
Unquestioned, overflowing revenue 
Wherewith to embellish state, * From many a vale 
And river-sunder'd champaign clothed with com. 
Or laboured mines undrainable of ore. 
Honour,' she said, * and homage, tax and toll. 
From many an inland town and haven large, 
Mast-throng'd beneath her shadowing citadel. 
In glassy bays among her tallest towers.' 

" mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
Still she spake on, and still she spake of power, 
'Which in all action is the end of all ; 
Power fitted to the season ; wisdom-bred 
And throned of wisdom ; from all neighbour crowns 
Alliance and allegiance, till thy hand 
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" Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit> aecipe vocem. 
Turn super arboribus summis delapsa morari 
Visa, et odoriferum sensim diffundere rorem 
Aurea cristati nubes pavonis in alas. 
Protinus audiri, cui per coelestia regna 
Grassanti, ut lumen majores orescit in orbes, 
Unanimi assurgunt Superi. * Tibi regis honores, 
Intactse ditionis opes, quascunque vel arva 
Fluminis ad ripas interlabentis amoanas 
Fertilia efFundant> vel terra eflfossa metallis 
Eeddat inexhaustis, mea sunt donanda : vel urbes 
Larga e congestis quae vectigalia gazis 
Contulerint, pelagique procul cogenda par imdas 
Qua vitreo in portus glomeratos SBquore maJos 
Despiciunt veteres summis a turribus arces.' 



" Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit, aecipe vocem. 
* A me,' continuo, * tibi derivata vigebit 
Ilia homini finis rerum, opportima Potestas, 
Cui nutrix propriam dederit Sapientia sedem : 
Unde et finitimi, donee moritura resignet 
Sceptra manus, reges sociata et subdita jungant 
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Fail from the sceptre-staff. Such boon from me. 
From me, heaven's queen, Paris, to thee king-bom, 
A shepherd all thy life, but j^et king-bom. 
Should come most welcome, seeing men in power 
Only are likest gods, who have attained 
Rest in a happy place and quiet seats 
Above the thimder, with imdying bliss 
In knowledge of their own supremacy.' 

'' Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
She ceased : and Pans held the costly fruit 
Out at arm's length, so much the thought of power 
Flattered his spirit ; but Pallas, — ^where she stood 
Somewhat apart^ her clear and bared limbs 
O'erthwarted with the brazen-headed spear. 
Upon her pearly shoulder leaning cold. 
The while, above, her full and earnest eye 
Over her snow-cold breast and angry cheek 
Kept watch, waiting decision, made reply : 
* Self-reverence, self-knowledge, self-control. 
These three alone lead life to sovereign power. 
Yet not for power (power of herself 
Would come uncalled for), but to live by law, 
Acting the law we live by without fear ; 



TRAN8LATI0V. 



49 



Jura tuis. Tibi, pastor adhuc, sed regia proles, 
Hsec, regina Deum, quae sint gratissima, servo : 
Non aliter Dis sequandus, trans fulminis ortiim 
iEtemam nactis propria inter regna quietem.' 



" Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe voceni. 
Desiit : et Paridem, promisso munere Isetum, 
Vidi ego tendentem cum optato brachia porno : 
Sed Pallas, nudos semota ubi constitit artus 
EflPulgens, humerosque hasta trajecta nitentes, 
Dmn super in niveosque sinus jramque genarum 
Excubias agerent immoto lumina vultu, 

* Te colito : te nosce ipsum :' — (sic casta Dearum) — 

* Te regito : hac itiu" summi ad fastigia regni. 
Nee tamen hunc libeat sectando quserere finem : 
Sponte aderit. Sapiens unus, cui ponere rectam 
Vivendi steterit normam, qui ducere norit 
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And, because right is right, to follow right 
Were wisdom in the scorn of consequence.* 

"Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
Again she said : * I woo thee not with gifts. 
Sequel of guerdon could not alter me 
To fairer. Judge thou me by what I am, 
So shalt thou find me fairest. 

Yet, indeed, 
I^ gazing on divinity disrobed. 
Thy mortal eyes are frail to judge of fair. 
Unbiassed with self-profit, oh ! rest thee sure 
That I shall love thee well and cleave to thee. 
So that my vigour, wedded to thy blood, 
ShaU strike within thy pulses like a god's. 
To push thee forward thro' a life of shocks, 
Dangers, and deeds, imtil endurance grow 
Sinewed with action, and the fullgrown will, 
Circled thro' all experiences, pure law, 
Commeasure perfect freedom.' 

" Here she ceased ; 
And Paris pondered, and I cried, * Paris, 
Give it to Pallas !' but he heard me not. 
Or hearing wotdd not hear me, woe is me ! 
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Ventiiri impayidum securus temporis arvum.' 

" Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Deinde : * Nee illecebris frustra deflectere litem 
ConstituL Mea non adjecto mmiere forma 
Clarior eniteat. Quod smn pulcherrima, per me 
Ipsa probo. 

Sed et oh ! si contemplata Dearum 
Nudatam speciem, vincat mortalia iniquimi 
Limiina judicium — si fas est fallere lucro— 
Me tibi polliceor. Vegetos tibi detur amores 
Abdita per cordis rapere, interiusque medullis 
niapsam sentire Deam. Sic crescet agendo, 
Quicquid eris, durae per spreta pericula vitee, 
Vis assueta pati, et tandem matura voluntas 
Liberaque et sibimet lex impoUuta vigebit.* 



" Dixit : et hfierentem dubio certamine mentem 
Urgebam Paridi : * Pallas tibi prcemia^ Pallas 
Occupet !* Ah miserse vanos confessa dolores ! 
Noluit> an nequiit, supremam audire querelam ? 
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" mother Ida, many-fountain'd Ida, 
Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
Idalian Aphrodite beautiful, 
Fresh as the foam, new-bath'd in Paphian wells, 
With rosy slender fingers backward drew 
From her warm brows and bosom her deep hair 
Ambrosial, golden round her lucid throat 
And shoulder : firom the violets her light foot 
Shone rosy-white, and o'er her rounded form. 
Between the shadows of the vine-bunches, 
Floated the glowing sunlight, as she moved. 

" Dear mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
She, with a subtle smile in her mild eye, 
The herald of her triumph, drawing nigh, 
Half-whisper'd in his ear, * I promise thee 
The fairest and most loving wife in Greece.* 
She spoke* and laugh'd : I shut my sight for fear : 
But when I looked, Paris had raised his arm. 
And I beheld great Here's angry eyes, 
As she withdrew into the golden cloud. 
And I was left alone within the bower : 
And from that time to this I am alone, 
And I shall be alone until I die. 
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" Me miseram exaudi scatebroso a culmine, mater ! 
Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Ambrosia coUum atque humeros aurata decoros 
Csesarie, roseo gracilis quam dextra retorsit 
Imiexam digito, pectus frontemque revelans, 
Prodiit Idalia e Paphise modo fontibus xmdsd 
Exoriens, spumse similis Cytherea parenti : 
Ad motmn, tenues mistisque ruboribus albi 
E violis micuere pedes, teretesque per artus 
Vitibus incertas super intexentibus imilMras, 
Phoebei rutilam radii diffundere lucem. 

"Ida meam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Mox Dea, fatidico in caput inclinata susiuro, 
Jam victrix, placidoque arridens subdola vultu, 
'Sponsam polliceor; qua sit nee amantior uUa, 
Nee formam in Danais aeque spectanda pueUis.' 
Nee plura, et risit. Mihi defecere paventi * 
Lumina. Suspiciens, Paridis cedentia vidi 
Brachia, Junonemqiie aspectu torva minantem, 
Aurea ut involvit nubes. Ego sola manebam : 
Sola gemo : solam mors exoptata levabit. 
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" Yet, mother Ida, hearken ere I die ! 
Fairest — ^why fairest wife ? Am I not fair 1 
My love hath told me so a thousand times. 
Methinks I must be fair, for yesterday, 
When I pass'd by, a wild and wanton pard. 
Eyed like the evening star, with playful tail, 
Crouched fawning in the weed. Most loving is she 1 
Ah me, my moimtain shepherd, that my arms 
Were wound about thee, and my hot lips prest 
Close, close to thine, in that quiok-fSalling dew 
Of fruitful kisses, thick aa Autumn rains 
Flash in the pools of whirling Simois. 

"0 mother, hear me yet, before I die 1 
They came, they cut away my tallest pines. 
My dark, tall pines, that plumed the craggy ledge 
High over the blue gorge, and all between 
The snowy peak and snow-white cataract 
Fostered the callow eaglet — ^from beneath 
Whose thick mysterious boughs, in the dark mom, 
The panther's roar came muflEled, as I sat 
Low in the valley. Never, never more 
Shall lone (Enone see the morning mist 
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" Ida tamen, genitiix, mors adyenit, accipe vocem. 
Scilicet et forma superat ? Sed nee mihi formam 
Deesse puer per miUe vices iterare solebat. 
Quinetiam pardus nuper mihi visus eimti 
Blanditiis (mirum) insolitis, oculosque coruscus 
Hesperio velut astra polo, per gramina lente 
Ludere mtdcendo, et pedibus subvolvere caudam. 
Suavior at, dulces melius qu8B discat amores 1 
Ah, mihi delicise ! mea si te brachia cingant 
Implicitmn complexa ! si flagrantia detur 
Oscula delibare iterumque iterumque labellis, 
iEmtda continid roris, qualisve coruscat 
Multus in autmnno Xanthi torrentibus imber ! 

" Extremam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Tum csesfiB periere mihi, mea gaudia, pinus, 
Queis in coeruleam super impendentibus olim 
Convallem, in foliis nemorosae rupis, et inter 
Montanasque nives niveeeque voraginis sestum, 
Aeriis aquilro prolem fovere latebris : 
Unde, per horrentem cseca caligine frondem, 
Nocte sub incerta^ procul ima in valle sedenti 
Panthera impulerat surdis mugitibus aurem. 
Non ibi, non iterum, mea per pineta vapores 
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Sweep thro' them : never see them overlaid 
With narrow moonlit strips of silver cloud, 
Between the loud stream and the trembling stars. 

" mother, hear me yet before I die ! 
I wish that somewhere in the ruin'd folds, 
Among the fragments tumbled from the glens, 
Or the dry thickets, I could meet with her, 
The Abominable, that uninvited came 
Into the fair Peleian banquet-hall, 
And cast the golden fruit upon the board, 
And bred this change : that I might speak my mind. 
And tell her, to her face, how much I hate 
Her presence, hated both of gods and men. 

" mother, hear me yet before I die ! 
Hath he not sworn his love a thousand times, 
In this green valley, imder this green hill, 
Ev'n on this hand, and sitting on this stone 1 
Seal'd it with kisses 1 watered it with tears ] 
happy tears, and how unlike to these ! 
happy heaven, how canst thou see my face 1 
happy earth, how canst thou bear my weight 1 
death, death, death, thou ever-floating cloud. 
There are enough unhappy on this earth, 
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Radere iter rapidum prima sub luce videbo : 
Nee tremulas inter Stellas laticesque sonoros 
Argentea tenues tinget face Cynthia nubes. 

" Extremam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Ilia mihi in dumis Infanda arentibus olim, 
Fragmina vel scopulum, sive inter ovilia dudum 
Deserta, occurrat, quae Dis apud atria Pelei 
Invitis epulas injecto miscuit auro, 
Hasque mihi fecit laciymas : sic impia demum 
Audiat, et nobis et Dis invisa supremis. 



" Extremam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Nonne mihi toties, hac ipsa in valle sedenti 
Ad lapidem, perque banc dextram, juravit amorem, 
Osculaque et fido lacrymae sanxere sigillo 1 
Heu quales recolo amissa dulcedine fletus ! 
Felices agri, vosque, o felicia testor 
Sidera, me nimium et vanas perpessa querelas ! 
Mors eheu ! mors assidua mortalibus umbra 
Involitans ! satis est miserum tibi copia prsedte ; 
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Pass by the happy souls, that love to live : 
I pray thee, pass before my light of life, 
And shadow all my soul, that I may dia 
Thou weighest heavy on the heart within. 
Weigh heavy on my eyelids : let me die. 

" mother, hear me yet before I die ! 
I will not die alone^ for fiery thoughts 
Do shape themselves within me, more and more^ 
Whereof I catch the issue^ as I hear 
Dead sounds at night come from the inmost hills. 
Like footsteps upon wooL I dimly see 
My far-off doubtful purpose, as a mother 
Conjectures of the features of her child 
Ere it is bom : her child ! — a shudder comes 
Across me : never child be bom of me, 
Unblest, to vex me with his father's eyes ! 

" mother, hear me yet before I die ! 
Hear me, earth ! I will not die alone. 
Lest their shrill, happy laughter come to me, 
Walking the cold and starless road of death 
Uncomforted, leaving my ancient love 
With the Greek woman. I will rise, and go 
Down into Troy, and, ere the stars come forth. 
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Ne tu felices animafl, quels yivere dulce est, 
PrsBiipias : banc invisa) mihi lampada yitae 
Conde tenebrosae involvens caligine noctis. 
Corda diu penitus te persensere receptam — 
PriBSsa sit baud alio componere lumina leto. 

" Extremam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Non ego Letbseas ibo incomitata per undas : 
Namque mibi, arcanis si quando oriuntur inanes 
Montibus, ut pressa in tacitam vestigia lanam, 
Nocte soni, fervet dubii mens prsescia fati. 
Auguror incertum facinus, ceu conscia mater 
Visa sibi ignotse formam prsenoscere prolis : 
— ^Ut dixi, ut tremui ! Ne sit peperisse, patemiun 
Qui referat vana male natus imagine vultum ! 



" Extremam, genitrix, mors advenit, accipe vocem. 
Terra ebeu ! Stygias non ibo sola per imdas, 
Neve mibi, gelidse tenebroso in tramite mortis, 
Arguto iUudant, nullo solamine, risu, 
Linquenti veteres Graia cum pellice amores. 
Troja mibi quserenda. Velim surgentibus astris 
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Talk with the wild Cassandra, for she says 
A fire dances before her, and a sound 
Rings ever in her ears of armed men. 
What this may be, I know not ; but I know 
That, wheresoever I am, by night and day. 
All earth and air seem only burning fire." 
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Cassandram affari : cui volvitur ignea semper 
AntI oculos species, sonat indefessus in aures 
Nescio quis belli clangor. Mihi nocte dieque 
Sterna ardetur terram per et sethera flamma." 
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Not only we, the latest seed of Time, 

New men, that in the flying of a wheel 

Cry down the past, not only we, that prate 

Of rights and wrongs, have loVd the people well, 

And loathed to see them over-tax'd : But she 

Did more, and underwent, and overcame, 

The woman of a thousand summers back, 

Godiva, wife to that grim Earl, who rul'd 

In Coventry ; for when he laid a tax 

Upon his town, and all the mothers brought 

Their children, clam'ring, " If we pay, we starve !" 

She sought her lord, and found him where he strode 

About the hall, among his dogs, alone. 

His beard a foot before him, and his hair 

A yard behind. She told him of their tears. 

And pray'd him, " If they pay this tax, they starve !" 

Whereat he star'd, replying, half-amaz'd, 

" You would not let your little finger ache 

For such as these ?" " But I would die," said she. 

He laugh'd, and swore by Peter and by Paul : 
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Scilicet oppressas sub iniquo pondere gentes 
Nos, genus obscurum, durique novissima saecli 
Progenies, queis jura placent, qui spernimus annos 
Praeteritos, uni colere et miserescere demum 
Novimus? At famsB victrix melioris honorem 
Retulit, antiquum spectabilis ilia per aevum 
Hue usque, immitis eonjux Godiva tyranni 
Cui morem gessere tui, Conventria, cives. 

Quae, simul imposito (aiebant) peritura tributo 
Affluere, et miseros visa est ostendere natos 
Matrum turba loquax, dirum exorare maritum 
Constituit. Regem spatiantem gressibus amplis, 
Stipatum canibus, solaque invenit in aula. 
Ilium barba ingens anteibat, et horrida retro 
Caesaries longe tremulas fluitabat in auras. 
Cui supplex, aegro ut gemeret plebecula fletu, 
Venturamque famem, atque novi mala multa tributi, 
Narrabat. 

Torvo paulum miratus, ocello, 
*'Tune velis vel tantillum perferre laboris 
Ne doleant isti?" "Quin et periisse/' reponit. 
Tum ridens, geminumque obtestans numina Divum, 
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Then fillip*d at the diamond in her ear; 
" ay, ay, ay, you talk !" " Alas !" she said, 
" But prove me what it is I would not do." 
And from a heart as rough as Esau's hand 
He answered, " Ride you naked thro' the town, 
And I repeal it :" and nodding, as in scorn. 
He parted, with great strides among his dogs. 

So left alone, the passions of her mind, 
As winds from all the compass shift and blow, 
Made war upon each other for an hour, 
Till pity won. 

She sent an herald forth. 
And bid him cry, with soimd of trumpet, all 
Her hard condition ; but that she would loose 
The people : therefore, as they lov*d her well. 
From then till noon no foot should pace the street. 
No eye look down, she passing ; but that all 
Should keep within, door shut, and window barr'd. 

Then fled she to her inmost bower, and there 
Unclasp'd the wedded eagles of her belt> 
The grim Earl's gift : but ever at a breath 
She lingered, looking like a summer moon 
Half-dipt in cloud : anon she shook her head. 
And shower'd the rippled ringlets to her knee : 
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'* Nugae adeo: mera verba!'* refert: digitoque lacessens 
Impulit insignem gemmis pendentibus aurem. 
" Experiare modo ! *' et lacrymas celabat obortas. 
At regi obriguere joco corda aspera saBvo : 
Annuit illudens: "Urbis tu nuda pererra 
Compita: clamantes redimas hoc pignore cives:'' 
Hsec ille: erupitque ferox^ canibusque coactis. 

Flabra per immensum ceu debacchantia coelum^ 
Non aliter fiirere, et dubia contendere rixa, 
Fceminei motus animi. Mox ipsa sibi ipsi 
Cedit debellata. Amplam qui transeat urbem 
Praeconem emittit^ duri et mandata tyranni 
Inque suos magnum dominse testetur amorem. 
Proinde, "Ita qualiacunque mihi donata rependent, 
Si plateis omnes vacuisy clausisque fenestris 
£t foribuSy maneant intra sua limina civeS; 
Donee Sol medium coeli conscenderit axem." 

Continue ad thalami rapido penetralia gressu 
Aufugit: zonseque, aquilas imitata gemellas^ 
Vincula secemit, truculenti dona tyranni; 
Saepe tamen dubio pendens^ qualisque vaporem 
Induit aestivas partim velata sub boras 
Luna. Redundantes genibus tenus inde capillos 
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Unclad herself in haste : adown the stair 
Stole on : and like a creeping sunbeam, slid 
From pillar unto pillar, till she reached 
The gateway : there she found her palfrey trapt 
With purple blazon*d with armorial gold. 

Then she rode forth, clothed on with chastity : 
The deep air listened round her as she rode. 
And all the low wind hardly breath'd for fear. 
The little wide-mouth'd heads upon the spout 
Had cimning eyes to see : the barking cur 
Made her cheek flame : her palfrey's footfall shot 
Light horrors thro* her pulses : the blind walls 
Were full of chinks and holes : and overhead 
Fantastic gables, crowding, star'd : but she 
Not less thro' all bore up, till, last> she saw 
The white-flowered elder-thicket from the field 
Gleam thro' the Gothic archways in the.walL 

Then she rode back, cloth'd on with chastity : 
And one low churl, compact of thankless earth. 
The fatal byword of all years to come, 
Boring a little auger-hole in fear 
Peep'd — ^but his eyes, before they had their will, 
Were shrivell'd into darkness in his head, 
And dropt before him. So the PoVrs, who wait 
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Exoussit : trepida exutum deponit amictum : 
Perque columnarum spatia anfiractusque domorum, 
Ut tacita in murum Soils subrepit imago, 
Delapsa, ad limen vastique extrema palati 
Venit. Stabat ibi sonipes, dominamque manebat, 
Purpureis proayum signis auroque decorus. 

Prodiit ; et vestem susoepit nuda Pudorem. 
At circum intenti pavido vix murmure venti 
Spirare : effigies sculptseque in fonte figurae 
Vafris vis8B oculis inhiare : canumque ululatu 
Exarsere gense. Quin et pede lenta caballi 
Corda resultanti tremere, et levis horror in artus 
Irruere : in ceeco multas sibi pariete fraudes 
Fingere per tenebras fissique foramina mnri : 
Et super insolitae facies cuneique domorum 
Undique miratum glomerarier. lUa tenebat 
Indefessa viam. Tandem lustraverat urbem : 
Incurvas tetigit portas, dumetaque vemis 
Floribus in tacito videt albescentia prato. 

Tum redit : et vestem praetendit nuda Pudorem. 
At fuit infemis quidam de fsece popelli, 
Terrarum sordes, et in omne ignobilis sevum, 
Qui trepide et fettis murum terebraret iniquis, 
Visunis. Sed enim Superi, qui magna tuentur 
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On noble deeds, cancelled a sense misus'd : 
And she, that knew not, pass'd : and all at once, 
With twelve great shocks of sound, the shameless noon 
Was clashed and hammered from a hundred toVrs, 
One after one ; but even then she gam'd 
Her bower : whence reissuing, rob*d and crown' d, 
To meet her lord, she took the tax away, 
And built herself an everlasting name. 
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Ausa hominum, instaba«it vigiles : et cassa nefandi 
Propositi subitse tabi exosecata sacrarunt 
Lumina. Et ilia redux tbalamo intemerata resedit : 
Raucisonoque jfragore et centum h turribus una 
Ora repercusso multum ingeminata tumultu 
Flammantem intonuere poll super ardua Phsebum. 
Deinde suo fastu et proprio diademate cincta 
Egreditur, regemque petit : votoque potita 
Condidit setemum ventura in ssecula nomen. 

1860. 
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Agam. 696—715. 

Str. IL gepeyfrep Bk Xiovra 

aivvv Sofioi^ arfdXoKTov oS' 
Tft)9 av)}p <l>c\6fiaoToir 
iv fivoTov 'irporeXeloi^ 
&fi€poVy €v<l>t\6wcuSa, 
Kol y€papOL<i hri'xapTov. 
iroXea S* ea/c iv ayKdT^i^, 
V€OTp6<f>ov re/cvov hUav^ 
^ihpoyiro^ ttotI xeJpa, aal" 
vwv T€ yaoTpo^ avar/Kav<i. 

Antistr. II. 'xpoviaOeh 8' direSei^ev 

€00^ TO 9rpo9 TOKiaov* xdpLV 
yhp Tpo<f>€vavv dfiit^oDv 
fir}7^<j>6vounv Ayauriv 
Scut aKiXsvaro^ erev^eir 
aiyjvn S* oIko^ i<j>vp0r), 
afiaypv aXr/o^ oiKercu*;, 
p,€rfa aivo^ ttoKvktovov. 
ix Oeov S* Up€v<; rt^ "A- 
TWi 86fioi<; irpoa€Opi<l>0r), 
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Even so, belike, mi^t one 
A lion suckling nurse, 
Like a foster-son, 
To his home a future cursd. 
In life's beginnings mild, 
Dear to sire, and kind to child ; 
Oft folded in his lord's embrace. 
Like an infant of the race. 
Sleek and smiling to the hand, 
He fawned at want's command. 



But in time he showed 

The habit of his blood. 

His debt of nurture he repaid ; 

The lowing herds he tore, 

A fierce unbidden feast he made. 

And the house was foul with gore. 

Huge grief its inmates overshed, 

Huge mischief, slaughter widely spread ! 

A heaven-sent Priest of Woe 

In the Palace did he grow. 

1836. 
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:fcom 4f l^mnic l^mn to tjfte Sflitn flpoUo. 
165—178. 

ilW oycfl^, iX9;/co£ /a^ I/IttoXXq)!/ AprifiiSi, f w, 

ivddS* avelpTfrcu ^eu/o^ raXawcipio^ ik0<»tr 
& /covpaif rk B* {jfifuv avrjp ^S*<tto9 aoiB&v 
hOaSe 7r<0XeiTai, koI ritp ripweaOe fidXiOTa ; 
vfi€i^ S* e5 fidXa frouTcu xnroKpivcurff ev^p^ay;* 
TV^Xo9 OLVfiPi olxel 8k Xt!p ivi ircwTraXoia-of)' 
Tov iraaai fjueroTrurdev aptOTCvovatv ctoiSai. 
^fi€k S* vfJL€T€pov /cX€0^ olaofjUzv, ocaov hr aJav 
avOpdmap arpe^fieaffa TToXtrt? evvaLeraoMra^;* 
oi S* €7rt 8^ irecaovTCU, i'lrel tcaX ir'^TVfwv i<mv. 
aiffhp eya)v ov X?;fo> kicri^oKov ^AiroXKiova 
vfivicDV dpyvpoTo^oVy tv rfvKOfio^ T€/c€ Ar}Ta}. 
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Then Artemis with thee, Apollo, smile ! 

Daughters, fare ye well the while ; 

Me too remember, when 

From among the sons of men 

Some wayworn stranger shall inquire 

As he joumies by : 

" Whom of the vooal choir, 

damsels, do ye most desire 1 
Who sweetliest strikes the lyre V* 
Then auspiciously. 

Then with one accord reply : 

" The blind old man, that dwells in high 

And rocky Chios, he is dear ; 

Him we most dehght to hear ; 

All his deathless verse 

Distant ages shall rehes»*se.'' 

1 in turn will bear your fame 
Far as over earth I go. 
Through cities of renowned name ; 
And they shall know 

It is the truth that I proclaim. 

Nor will I cease to sing 

The silver-bowed far-darting King, 

Whom Leto bare, 

Leto, with flowing hair. 

1836. 
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Vjb^ SejSont of ftpollo. 
II. I. 43—56. 

^ifl? cifkiT €vx6fi€vo<r rod S' €>cXi;€ ^olfio^ ^AwoWmv 
Bi] Sk KWT Ovkvfiiroio Kapriv(av 'Xfoofievo^ /cfjpy 
T6^* &l4^tavv Sx^^f afi^p€<j>ia re ^pirfniv* 
"EicKarf^av S* ap oiaroX iw* &fuov X'^opAvo^y 
AvTOv icivr^Ohno^* 6 S' rfCe w/crl iovKW' 
'^E^er ewetr airdvevde V€&Vy p^erh S' Ibv SrfKe' 
Aem) ik /cXar/yt) yiver apyvpioco ^toio, 
Ovprja^ p,ev irp&rop en^ero^ Koi Kvva^ apyov^' 
Avrhp eireiT avroiai, fiiKo^ excirev/cei i<f>i€U, 
BdW*' alei Sk irvpal veiciKav Kaloino ffafieiai* 
^EwrjfJMp phf dvh OTparbv ^ero fcfjXa Oeoio' 
r§ SeKarrj S' drfoprjvhe KciXeaaaTO "kcwv A^M^^^' 
T^ ykp hrl <j>pe<T\ 0r)Ke Oeh XevicmXevo^ '-H/wy 
Krihero yhp Aava&Vy ore pa OvrjaKovra^ iparo. 
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He prayed : great Phoebus heard the prayer. 
Then from Olympian tops in wrath 
Apollo took his downward patL 
Well closed and fit his quiver hung ; 
And, as Hke Night he swept along, 
The darts upon his shoulders rang, 
The silver bow gave deadly clang 
He sate him from the ships apart : 
Then issued forth the bitter dart ; 

Fleet dogs and mules the first he slew, 
And next upon the men he drew, 
And, as he shot, unnumbered fires 
Streamed upward from the ftineral pyres. 

Nine days the lightning arrows flew ; 
But on the tenth the people sate 
Called by Achilles for debate. 
'Twas white-armed Herfe stirred the thought. 
For grief to see such carnage wrought 
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Vjbe Vattle of tjfte ipouttjb Vool. 
II. IV. 422—443. 

'ifl? S' ot' €1/ air/uCK^ iroXvrf^i'i tcv/ia 0a\daarf<i 
"OpwT ejraaavrepovy Z€<j>vpov v7ro/cafi]acarro^* 
n6vTq> fiev rh vp&ra Kopvaaerac^ axnhp eirecra 
Xepatfi fnjyvvfievop fueyoKa fipefiehafufH, Be r axpovs 
KvpTov ihv Kopv<f>ovTaiy dirowTvec S' aX6(; wxyn^v 
^il^ TOT hraaainepaL AavoMV kIvwto <f>aXarfye^ 
Nft>X€/iift)9 iroKefiovBe* /dXeve Be olaiv eKCuno^; 
' Hyefwvayp' oi S aXKoi, d/crjv caau — ovBe k€ ^Lif; 
Toaaov Xooi/ STrecdcu (^ovr ev arfi&ea^iv avBrjv 
Xifyy BeiZvore'i aripAinopWi' afuf>l Sk iraaiv 
Texryea itolkCK eXxifi'Trey ra elfUpot earLxooDino. 
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As when the billow gathers fast 

With slow and sullen roar 
Beneath the keen north-western blast 

Against the sounding shore : 
First fex at sea it rears its crest, 

Then bursts upon the beach, 
Or with proud arch and swelling breast, 

Where headlands outward reach. 
It smites their strength, and bellowing flings 

Its silver foam afar ; 
So, stem and thick, the Danaan kings 

And soldiers marched to war. 
Each leader gave his men the word, 
Each warrior deep in silence heard ; 
So mute they marched, thou could'st not ken. 
They were a mass of speaking men ; 
And as they strode, in martial might. 
Their flickering arms shot back the light. 
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TpS>€^ S*, w T ft*€9 nrdkuTrdiJLOvo^ dvSpb^ iv av\y 
MvpUu earrjicaaiv afAeXrfop^vai, ydka Tijevtcov, 
*A^r)j(€^ fiefjLOKvuu, aKavova-cu Ihra ipp&Vf 
^/29 Tpdxav dXaXfjTO^ dvk trrparbv evpvp dpol>p€r 
Ov yhp irdvTtav ^ev ofw^ 6p6o^ ovS ta yrjpv^, 
*AXKd yXAca ifiifiiKTo, iroXvKXrjroi, S* €<rav avBpe^. 
^flpae Bk T0V9 A^ ''Aprj^, rov^ Be yXavK&in^ AOrjvri' 
Aelfii^ r ^Bk ifyofio^ xal epi^ afwrov fi^pxtvla^ 
"Apeo^; dvhpo^vou} KOtnrpnfvq krdpit) T€, 
*^H T okOpi fihf nrpSna fcopwraerai, aindp eireira 
Ovpdp^ itmjpi^ Kdpfj, Kol hrl ')(0ovX fiaiveu 
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But, as at even the folded sheep 

Of some rich master stand, 
Ten thousand thick their place they keep. 

And bide the milkman*s hand, 
And more and more they bleat, the more 

They hear their lamblings cry ; 
So fix)m the Trojan host, uproar 

And din rose loud and high. 
They were a many-voicM throng ; 

Discordant accents there. 
That soimd from many a differing tongue, 

Their differing race declare. 
These, Mars had kindled for the fight ; 
Those, stany-eyed Athene's might, 
And savage Terror, and Aflfright, 
And Strife, insatiate of wars, 
The sister and the mate of Mars ; 
Strife that, a pigmy at her birth, 

By gathering rumour fed, 
, Soon plants her feet upon the earth 

And in the heaven her head. 
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Vf>t Vbuat of ftcbillest. 
II. IX. 357—365. 

Nth; S*, iirel ovk iffiKco irdKefii^ifiev '^E/cropi, BltOy 
Avpiov, ipa Ad pi^w; icdX Tract 0€o2o-i, 
NrfTjiTw; eJ> vrja^y iinjp aXaSe TrpoepvaatOy 
''O'^^eai, fiv idekfjcOa, koI atxev rot, tA p^tirjKrii 
^Hpi, fioK^ 'EXkijawovTov iir i'^Ovoeina TrXeovaa^ 
Nrja,^ ifih^, iv S* avSpa<: ip€<r<refi€va{, fiefiajSyra^* 
El Sk K€V evTrXotrjv S^ /cKvro^i ^Ewoabyau)^^ 
"Hiuni K€ TpirdTto ^0ir)v ipi^aikov l/col/j/r}v* 
*'E(m Sifiot, fMoKa 7roXXi,Ta kuXKittov, ivdaBe epfxov* 
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" Op fight with Hector will I none. 
To-morrow, with the rising sun, 
Each holy rite and office done, 
I load and launch my Phthian fleet ; 

Come, if thou thinkest meet. 
See, if thou carest for the sight. 
My ships shall bound in the morning's light, 
My rowers row with eager might, 

0*er Helle's teeming main. 
And, if Poseidon give his grace, 
Then, with but three revolving days, 

I see my home again ; 
My home of plenty, that I left 
To fight with Troy ; of sense bereft." 
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Vi^ Voa)(tofflci)ilk5(. 
II. IX. 650-662. 

Ov yap TTplv TToXAfioio fjuehrjao^v aifuiroevro^i, 
nplv 7* vlov npidfioio Zat<f>povo^f '^Efctdpa Siov, 
MvpfiiSovoDV hri re icKurtcLfs KciX inja^ Uia-Oai^ 
KreivovT ^Apyelov^, Kara re a-fiv^cu irvpl vrja<;> 
*Afi^l Be TOL rfi '/^ KXtaif) koI vrjt fieXaivp 
EfCTopa, teal /nefuiSn-a, fid^V^ a-xna-eo-Ocu oto). 

'^/29 e^>aff' olSk StcaoTO^ €\a>p Biira^ dfKJyiKVTreWov, 
SireuTavTe^y iraph vrjm taav irdXcV fjpx^ ^' ^OBva- 

<r€V9* 

IldrpOKKo^ S' erdpoio-iv IBk BfUDrjai xeXevae, 
^oiviKi aropiaai ttv/clvov Xe^o? ottl rd')(jL(rra, 
A I B* eTnirevOofisvai aropeaav Xe;^o9, w ifceKevae, 
Kwea T€, prjy6<; re, \lvoi6 re \eirrov aayrov 
"Evff a yepeov KariKe/cro, koI *H& Slav efiifivev. 



M 



tf: 



TRANSLATION. Si> 



**I WILL not think of battle more, 
I will not bathe my hand in gore, 
Till gallant Hector, Priam's son, 
By sword and fire his way hath won 
To this my camp, to these my fleet. 
Then, issuing from ray lone retreat, 
By MY dark ships I think to stay 
Keen Hector on his conquering way." 

They pledged him in the parting cup. 
And back along the shore they sped ; 

Odysseus led the way. Rose up 
Patroclus, and bade strew the bed 
For Phoenix. Maids and men obeyed ; 
The thick soft couch apace they laid, 
With fleece and finest linen made. 
There white-haired Phoenix had repose 
Until the glorious mom arose. 
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Vattk oftj^c VltbtnUb Vook. 
IL. XL 67—83. 

01 S*, COOT* dfJUijTrjpe^ ivdvTU)i> oKKrjKoiaiv 
"O^fiov ikavpovo'iVf dvSpb^ fuiKapo^ kott ipovpav, 
llvp&v, fj KpiB&Vy rk hk SpdryfLaTa rap^a irhrreL' 
^f2<: Tp&€^ Kol ^A'xjuiol err aKKriXotai, Oopovre^ 
AyoWf ovB^ Srepot, fivcoovr oXooio il>6fioi^*' 
"laa^ S vo-filvrj K€<t>dKd^ ^ov* ol S^, XvKOt, &^, 
Ovvov ^'Epi^ S' ap* €)(atp€ iroXvarovo^ elaopoaxra' 
Olf) ydp /ia 0€&v irapenrf)(av€ iuipvaiihotaiv* 
01 S* aXKoi, ov a<f){,v irdpeo-ai^ Oeci, dXKd iicviKoi, 
Otavp ivl fieydpouTi KoOetaro* ^i i/cdar^ 
AoifiaTa KcukiL rervKTO Karh Trrvxa^ OifXvfLTroio' 
Hdvre^ S* rJTiooDVTO K€\aiV€^a Kpovlcova, 
Ovve/c apa Tpol>€a'<nv i/Sovkero kvBo^ ope^cu, 
T&v fi€V ap ovK dXe7t(f6 iranip' 6 Se, voa-tf)!, XtaaOel^y 
T&p aKKa>v dirdvevde KoOi^ero icvhe'i yalayp, 
Elcopocov Tpaxov re iroKiv icaX vrjat; ^AycLL&v, 
XoXkov T€ OTepoirffv, oWvpto^ t*, oKKvpAvov^ re. 
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As in some rich man's domain 

The reapers drawn in rows, 
Bight down the furrows shear the grain, 

And still their labour grows, 
And thick the armftds fall as rain ; 
So Trojan and Achaean might 

Each on the other leapt ; 
None turned from fight to cursM flight. 

But even battle kept. 
They raged like wolves. With deadly smile 
Fell Strife sate lowering by the while ; 
She singly of the gods was there. 
The rest abode in upper air ; 
Deep-valed Olympus all enshrouds. 

Each in his beauteous palace calm, 
Each blaming Zeus, the king of clouds. 

Who willed to Troy the victor^s palm. 
The Sire he held their murmurs light. 

And drawing far away, 
He sate, exulting in his might. 

And overlooked the bay, 
The ships of the Achseans, 

The city on the plain, 
The flashing of the brazen arms, 

The slayers and the slain. 
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Vit yrt^eiiUtioii of tbt tLtma. 
IL.XIX. 1—18. 

'£rci>9 fikp /epOKoireTrko^ air *f2K€avoio poaoiv 
tlpwffy Xv aOavdrourt, <f>6cD^ ^poi ffik fiporota't,v* 
'H S* ^9 vfja^ ^Kave, Oeov irdpa S&pa <f)ipov<ra, 
Eipe Sk HarpoicXx^ irepLtceipsvov hv <f>i\ov viov, 
KXalovra A^ew?* iroXie^ S* afKf>* avrov ercupoi, 
Mvpovff* ri S €v Totav iraplararo Sla ffedayvy 
'Ev T apa oi (fw X^V^» ^^ '^' ^^r , & t* ovofwJ^e' 

TeKPov ifiovy Tovrov fih idaofiev, a'xyvfievol irepy 
Ketaffai, eireiBt) irp&ra 0€&v lorrjri Safido'dr)' 
Tvvff 8* *H<f>alaToio irdpa Kkvrk T€V)(€a Sefo, 
KaKh fidX^y oV oiSTTco Tt9 dpffp &fiouTi, <f>6pfj<r€v. 
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Fair Morn^ in safiron rest bedight^ 
Brought mortals and Immortals light 

From Ocean's waye-wom bed ; 
And Thetis to the Trojan shore 
The Gift of skilled Hephaestus bore. 

Embracing still the hapless dead, 

In piteous weeping sore bested, 
Achilles lay. Aroimd their Chief 
His comrades drooped, in speechless grief. 
To them the queenly goddess came, 
And held his hand, and named his name. 

" Achilles, up ! Let be the dead. 
Whom heaven's high doom hath vanquished. 
Let be thy grief: these Arms are thine. 
Arms fashioned by a hand divine. 
Arms such as never mortal wore." 
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*^/29 apa (fxovi^aaaa 0€h Kara revx^* eOfjxe 
UpoaOev *i4^t\\i}o9' ra S* av€^pw)(e ZalBdKa irdvra. 
MvpfuSova^ S* apa nravra^ Ske rpofio^f ovBi t« erXi; 
"'AvTTjv etaiSieiVf aXX erpeaav ainhp 'Ax^XKcv^ 
'fl^ elSy c59 p4p fAoXKov ISt; ;^6\o9' ip Si oi 6<ra€ 
Aeivov inrb l3X£<f>dpa}V, dxrel aeka^^ €^€<f>dav0€V' 
Tipirero S iv x^lpea-atv excov Oeov aryXaci S&p€u 
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The goddess laid them on the floor. 
They rattling shot a thousand rays. 
With trembling and, bewildered gaze, 
The Myrmidons beheld the blaze ; 
But when Achilles saw them shine, 
The glorious handiwork divine^ 
Then hotter flamed his smouldering ire, 
Then shot his eyes their lightning fire. 
And, while the gorgeous Gift he held, 
With deadly joy his bosom swelled. 
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II. XIX. 403—418. 

Tov S* op xnro ivy6<l>i nrpocrijyq iroia^ alo\a^ TTTTro? 
'EdvOo^i i(f>ap 8* Tjfivce Kapi^art, iraaa Sk xam;, 
ZeiyXf)^ i^eptirovo-a iraph ^vyoPy otfSa<: H/cavev' 
Avirieina S* }^K€ Oeh \€vk(o\€VO<$ ''Hprj' 

Kal \i7jv a €TL vvv ye acuoaofiev, o^pifi '^p^tXXcO* 
*AWd Toi iyyvOev fjfuip okiffpiov, oifBi tol fjp^lf; 
AtriOLy oKKa Oeo^ re fierfa*; koX Moipa Kparairi. 
Ovhk yap Vf^eriptf ^paSvrrjrl re, iH&xjeXiri t€, 

Tp&€^ M AflOLiV HaTpOXTiJOV T€V\€ eKovTo' 

*AWa 0€&v &puTro<:, hv rivKOfw^ t€K€ Arp-o), 
''E/crav hii 7rpofidxoi<n, kcu "EicropL /cvSo<: eSoo/ce. 
N&'i Bk Kal K€V afia irvotfj Ze<f>vpou) BioifieVf 
"HvTrep iXa^pOTciTrjv (f>da cfifievac oKKd aoi ain^ 
Mopaifiov ioTij 0€^ T€ Kal dvepv l<f)v SafJLtjvat. 
*^/29 apa (fxavi^cavTO^ ^EpLWve^ ea-yedov avBijv. 
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HANGiNa low his auburn head, 

Sweeping with his mane the ground, 
From beneath his collar shed, 

Xanthus, hark ! a voice hath found, 
Xanthus of the flashing feet ; 
White-armed Her^ gave the sound. 

** Lord Achilles, strong and fleet. 
Trust us, we will bear thee home ; 
Yet cometh nigh thy day of doom ; 
No doom of ours, but doom that stands 
By God and mighty Fate's commands. 
'Twas not that we were slow or slack 
Patroclns lay a corpse, his back 
All stripped of arms by Trojan hands. 
The prince of Gods, whom Leto bare, 
Leto with the flowing hair. 
He forward fighting did the deed, 
And gave to Hector glory's meed. 
In toil for thee, we will not shun 
Against e'en Zephyr's breath to run. 
Swiftest of winds ; but all in vain ; 
By god and man shalt thou be slain." 

He spake : and here, his words among, 
Erinus bound his faltering tongue. 
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Z\^t Beatjt of tj^e \>oi fttgu^. 
Od. XVII. 300—327. 

"Evda Kwov K€iT ^^Apyty; ivlnrXeio^ KWopaioTeayv. 
Arj Torre 7', i><i ivorja-ev ^Ohvaaea 677^9 eovra, 
Ovp^ fUv l> 5 7* Icriyi/e Kol ovara Ka^^aXev oifi^coy 
^Aaaov 8* ovkIt ^irena hiwrjaaro oto ava/cro^ 
'E\0€fi€V* ainhp 6 vocifHV lBa)P anroiMop^aro Sd/cpVy 
'Peia 7ui0a)v Evfiatov, offyap B* epeeivero fiv0^' 
** Evfiai\ ^ fidXa Oav/jui Kvtov oSe Keir ivl Koirpxp. 
KaSJb^ fihf Se/ia^ iarlvy arap roBe 7' ov acufya olBay 
El Bfj Kol ra^v^ ea/ee Oieiv eirl etBe? rcSSe, 
^H avTCD^ otoi T€ TpaTre^e; Kvve<; avBp&p 
riyvovT' wy\atrj<; S* evBKev KOfieovaiv avaicre<;,^ 

Tov 8* dirafiecfiofievofi irpoae^yq^y Ev/iaie av^&Ta 
" KciX \t7fv avBpo^ ye kvcdv oBe rrjXe Oauovro^ 
El touxtB* etr) 'fjiikv Bijua^: '^k koi Ipya, 
Olov fiLV TpoiTfvBe KLCDV KaTekeiiTeu *OBvaaeif<;y 
Alyird K€ 07p](rau) lBa)V TaxvTrjra kcu aXicqv. 
Ov fiev yap ri ^vyeaKe /SaOelr)^ ^ev6e<nv v\r)^ 
Kvda&aXov, om Biocto' kol c'xyeat yap irepi'^Brj' 
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There Argus lay, with vermin vext. 

Then as he saw Odysseus near, 
He wagged the tail, and crouched the ear, 
Yet for old age he could not move 
Toward the master of his love. 
Odysseus, hiding, wiped the tear. 
And asked Eumseus of his cheer. 

" A marvel this, Eumseus, here. 
How lies a dog, so fair to see, 
In mire ? I wonder, now, if he. 
As fair to see, be swift to run ? 
Or like the table-dogs we know. 
The pets, that masters keep for show?" 

To whom Eumseus next begun : 
** Too true : he was the dog of one 
A marvel on the foot of game. 
Who died afar. Were he the same 
In form and force, as on the day 
When great Odysseus went his way 
For Troy, then shouldst thou gaze, and say, 
Beholding all his strength and speed. 
He was a dog of chase indeed. 
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Nvp S* l)(€rcu KaxorqTLy avaf Bi ol aXKodi irdrfyrj^ 
''/2X6TO, rov tk ywaHtce^ dxtjBie^ ov tcofieovaiv, 
AfiAe; S*« eiVr' hv firiKir iTruepariiaa-iv ava/CT€<;, 
Ov/eir hrevr iOeKotMTiv ivaiaifia ifyya^eaOar 
HfiifTV yap T ap€Tr)<i airoalwrav evpvoTra Zev^ 
*Avepo^f eir av fiiv /carh 8ov\m)v ^fiap tKyaw^ 
'/I? ehrwv €laij\0€ Bofiov^ evvacerdovra^' 
Brj S* i0if^ fieydpoio fierh fjLVffcrrrjpa^ dyavov^* 
"Apt/ov B* ai Karh Molp ikafiev fUXavo^ Savdroco 
AvtIk IBovT 'OSvafja iei/coar^ ivutvr^. 
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What beast his speed mi^t overtake, 
He gra[^led in the deep wood's brake. 
But now, in sorry plight bested. 
His lord in lands far distant dead. 
He droops. The women give no heed. 

'Tis thus that bondsfolk still behave : 
No longer in their master^s view. 
No more they care the right to do. 

The day that makes the freeman slave. 
Wide-seeing Zeus, that evil day. 
Himself takes half the man away." 

Eumseus said, and passed the gate ; 
And, where the haughty Suitors sate. 
The swineherd straight came near. 
Then, in the twentieth year, 
Odysseus by his side, 
Argus saw, and died. 

1858-9. 
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Od. III. 9. 

Horace. Donee gratus eram tibi. 

Nee quisquam potior brachia candidae 

Cerviei juvenis dabat ; 
Perearum vigui rege beatior. 

Lydia. Donee non alia magis 

Arsisti, neque erat Lydia post Chloen ; 

Multi Lydia nominis, 
Romana vigui elarior Ilili. 

Horace. Me nunc Thressa regit Chloe, 

Dulces docta modos, et eitharae sciens ; 

Pro qak non metuam mori, 
Si parcent animse feta superstiti. 
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HoR. While no more welcome arms could twine 
Around thy snowy neck, than mine ; 
Thy smile, thy heart, while I possest, 
Not Persia's monarch lived as blest. 



Lydia. While thou didst feel no rival flame. 
Nor Lydia next to Chloe came ; 
O then thy Lydia's echoing name 
Excelled e'en Ilia's Roman fame. 



HoR. Me now Threician Chloe sways, 
Skilled in soft lyre and softer lays ; 
My forfeit life I'll freely give. 
So she, my better life, may live. 
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Lydia. Me torret fece mutu^ 

Thurini Calais filius Omyti ; 

Pro quo bis patiar mori 
Si parcent puero fata superstiti. 

Horace. Quid, si prisca redit Venus, 
Diductoeque jugo cogit aheneo ; 

Si flava excutitur Chloe, 
Rejectaeque patet janua LydiaB ? 

Lydia. Quanquam sidere pulchrior 

Ille est, tu levior cortice, et improbo 

Iracundior Adria ; 
Tecum vivere amem, tecum obeam libens. 
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Lydia. The son of Ornytus inspires 

My burning breast with mutual fires ; 
I'll face two several deaths with joy, 
So Fate but spare my Thurian boy. 

HoR. What, if our ancient love awoke. 

And bound us with its golden yoke ; 
If auburn Chloe I resign. 
And Lydia once again be mine ? 

Lydia. Though brighter than a star is he, 
Thou, rougher than the Adrian sea, 
And fickle as light bark , yet I 
With thee would live, with thee would die. 

1858. 
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msLtullun to %tAin. 
Carm. LI. 

Ille mi par esse deo videtur, 
I lie, si fas est, superare divos, 
Qui sedens adversiis identidem te 
Spectat et audit 

Dulce ridentem. Misero quod omnes 
Eripit sensus mihi ; nam simul te, 
Lesbia aspexi, nihil est super mi. 
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Him rival to the gods I place, 

Him loftier yet, if loftier be, 
Who, Lesbia, sits before thy face. 

Who listens and who looks on thee ; 

Thee smihng soft. Yet this delight 
Doth all my sense consign to death ; 

For when thou dawnest on my sight, 

Ah wretched ! flits my labounng breath.* 



♦ By borrowing from the beautiful Ode of Sappho, which 
is the prototype if not the original of Catullus, I have filled 
up the gap, in the sense as well as in the metre, which 
the Latin presents to us. The first stanza of the Greek 
closes thus — 
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Lingua sed torpet: tenuis sub artus 
Flamma dimanat : sonitasuopte 
Tintinant aures ; gemina teguntur 
Lumina nocte. 

Otiom, CatuUe, tibi molestum est; 
Otio exultas^ nimiomque gestis : 
Otium et reges prius, et beatas 
Perdidit urbes« 
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My tongue is palsied. Subtly hid 
Fire creeps me through from limb to limb : 

My loud eai« tingle all unbid : 

Twin clouds of night mine eyes bedim. 

Ease is thy plague ; ease makes thee void, 
Catullus, with these vacant hours, 

And wanton : ease, that hath destroyed 

Great kings, and states with all their powers. 

1859. 
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)^otace to Vfittlftff. 
Od. I. 5. 

Quis multa gracilis te puer in rosa 
Perfusus liquid! s urget odoribus 
Grato, Pyrrha sub antro ? 
Cui flavam religas comam 

Simplex munditiis ? Heu quoties fidem 
Mutatosque deos flebit, el aspera 
Nigris aequora vends 
Emirabitur insolens, 

Qui nunc te fruitur credulus aurea, 
Qui semper vacuam, semper amabilem 
Sperat, nescius aurse 

Fallacis. Miseri, quibus 

Intentata nites. Me tabulst sacer 
Votiva paries indicat uvida 
Vestimentia potenti 
Suspendisse maris deo. 
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What scented stripling, Pyrrha, wooes thee now 

In pleasant cavern, all with roses fair ? 
For whom those yellow tresses bindest thou 
With simple care ? 

Full oft shall he thine altered faith bewail, 

His altered gods ; and his unwonted gaze 
Shall watch the waters darken to the gale 
In wild amaze. 

Who now believing gloats on golden charms; 

Who hopes thee ever kind and ever void ; 
Nor, hapless ! knows the changeful wind's alarms, 
Nor thee, untried. 

For me, let Neptune's temple-wall declare 

How, safe-escaped, in votive offering 
My dripping garments own, suspended there, 
Him Ocean-king. 

1859. 
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SXgoItno. 
Infbrno, C. XXXIIL 1—78. 

La bocca sollevb dal fiero pasto 
Quel peccator, forbendola ai capelli 
Del capo ch' egli avea diretro guasto. 

Poi comincib ; tu vuoi ch' io rinnovelli 
Disperato dolor, che il cuor mi preme 
Gii pur pensando pria ch' io ne fiivelli. 

Ma se le mie parole esser den seme 
Che frutti infamia al traditor ch* io rodo, 
Parlare e lagrimar vedrai insieme. 

Io non so chi tu se', nd per qual modo 
Venuto se' quaggid ; ma Fiorentino 
Mi sembri veramente, quand' io t' odo. 

Tu dei saper, ch' io fiii '1 conte Ugolino ; 
E questi V Arcivescovo Ruggieri : 
Or ti dirb, perch' io son tal vicino. 

Che per 1' effetto de' suo' ma' pensieri, 
Fidandomi di lui, io fossi presp 
E poscia morto, dir non h mestieri. 

Perb, quel che non puoi avere inteso, 
Cio^, come la morte mia fu cruda, 
Udirai, e saprai se m' ha offeso. 
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The grim offender from his savage feast 
Lifted his mouth ; and wiped it with the hair 
Of th' head unseemly mauled that he released ; 

Then thus began. " Am I anew to bear 
Desperate grief, that weighs my heart adown, 
Even as I think on what I shall declare ] 

Yet, if my words may, as a seed is sown. 
Bring shame to the foul traitor that I gnaw. 
In weeping I will speaL One all unknown 

Thou com'st : imknown, by what decree or law 
Thus low thou didst descend : but Florentine 
I guess thy race, by what I heard, not saw. 

Thou hast to learn, I was Coimt Ugoline : 
He, Roger, hight Archbishop. Now I tell 
The cause of this ill neighbourship of mine. 

How by his evil thought's effect it fell, 
That I, in him confiding, was ensnared 
And put to death, thou, all men, know full well.^ 

But what to boot I trow thou hast not heard, 
The manner of my death how horrible. 
Hear now, and judge, if ill by him I fared. 
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Breve pertugio dentro dalla muda 
La qual per me ha il titol della Fame, 
E* n che conviene ancor ch' altri si chiuda, 

M* avea mostrato per lo suo forame 
Pid lune gi^ quand* io feci *1 mal sonno 
Che del futuro mi squarcib 1 velame. 

Questi pareva a me maestro e domio 
Cacciando il lupo e i lupicini al monte 
Perche i Pisan* veder Lucca non pomio. 

Con cagne magre, studiose, e conte, 
Gualandi con Sismondi e con Lanfranchi 
S' avea messi dinanzi dalla fronte. 

In picciol corso mi pareano stanchi 
Lo padre e i figli, e con V agute sane 
Mi parea lor veder fender li fianchi. 

Quand* io fui desto innanzi la dimane, 
Pianger senti* fra '1 sonno i miei figliuoli, 
Ch* eran con meco, e dimandar del pane. 

Ben se' crudel, se tu gii non ti duoli, 
Pensando cib che al mio cnor s* annunziava : 
E se non piangi, di chd pianger suoli ? 

Gii eran desti ; e V ora s' appressava 
Che '1 cibo ne soleva esser addotto, 
E per suo sogno ciascmi dubitava. 



TRANSLATION. 
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A narrow orifice within the cell 
(Which yet from me, they call the Famine Jail, 
And wherein others, after me, must dwell,) 

Had shewn me many moons both wax and fail 
Through its dim passage, when I slept the sleep 
That rent in twain the future's darksome veiL 

A mighty lord, He seemed the plain to sweep, 
Chasing the wolf and cubs toward the hill 
Which Luccan towers from Pisan eyes doth keep. 

With dogs high-bred and lean, of eager skill. 
By the Gualandi the Sismondi rides, 
And the Lanfranchi helps his train to fill. 

Too short, too short the wasting strength abides 
Of sire or sons ; I seemed to see the stroke. 
As the keen fangs dug through the weltering sides. 

When I the first, ere break of mom, awoke, 
I heard my sons moan faintly in their sleep 
That with me dwelt, and bread for life invoke. 

Oh thou art hard, if careless yet thou keep. 
Learning the then sad presage of my thought ! 
Oh weep for this, if aught can make thee weep. 

The wonted hour for victuals to be brought 
Was near at hand : they were awake, and stirred ; 
But each one, for his dream, was vexed with doubt. 
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Ed io senti* chiavar V uscio di sotto 
All' orribile torre : ond' io guardai 
Nel viso a* mie* figliuoli senza far motto : 

Io non piangeva, si dentro impietrai : 
Piangevan elli : ed Anselmuccio mio 
Disse : Tu guardi si, padre ; che hai 1 

Perb non lagrimai : ne rispos' io 
Tutto quel giomo, ne la notte appresso, 
Infin che Y altro Sol nel mondo uscio. 

Come un poco di raggio si fu messo 
Nel doloroso carcere, ed io scorsi 
Per quattro visi il mio aspetto stesso, 

Ambo le mani per dolor mi morsi : 
E quei, pensando ch* io '1 fessi per voglia 
Di manicar, di subito levorsi, 

E disser : Padre, assai ci fia men doglia 
Se tu mangi di noi : tu ne vestisti 
Queste misere cami, e tu le spoglia. 

Quet^mi allor, per non farli piii tristi : 
Quel di, e 1' altro stemmo tutti muti : 
Ahi dura terra, perche non t' apristi 1 

Posciache fummo al quarto di venuti, 
Gaddo mi si gittb disteso a' piedi, 
Dicendo : Padre mio, che non m' ajuti"? 
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Aye then, the doorway locked beneath I heard 
Of that infernal tower : I gazed upon 
The faces of my sons without a word. 

I wept not ; inwardly I turned to stone : 
They wept ; and first my dearling Anselm said, 
" What ails thee, Father ? such thy look is grown 1" 

I shed no tear for this : nor answered 
AU that same day : nor till the night was gone : 
At last, another sim was overhead. 

Then, as a scanty ray of light there shone 
Into the doleful dimgeon, and I read 
In their four aspects what must be mine own, 

I bit both hands for anguish, hard bestead : 
But they, misdeeming it was for distress 
Of hunger, in a moment rose, and said, 

" Feed, Father dear, on us, so we the less 
Shall grieve : do thou, who didst our flesh bestow, 
Strip oflf these miserable limbs their dress." 

I held my peace ; words had but fed their woe. 
Mute that day, mute the next, did we abide ; 
Merciless earth, that didst not yawn below 1 

But when there came another morning tide 
Then Gaddo fell ; and, by my feet reclined, 
" My Father, wherefore help'st me not ]" he cried ; 
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Quivi mori : e, come tu mi vedi, 
Vid* io cascar li tre ad uno ad uno, 
Tra 1 quinto di e '1 sesto : ond' io mi diedi 

Q\k cieco a braucolar sopra ciascuno^ 
E due d) gli chiamai poiche fur 'mcnti : 
Poscia, pid che 1 dolor pot^ '1 digiuno/' 

Quand* ebbe detto cib^ con gli occhi torti 
Riprese '1 teschio misero co* denti 
Che furo all' osso, come d' un can, forti. 
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And lived no more. I, whom they left behind, 
I saw those three fall slowly, one by one. 
In the fifth day and sixth : and, now all blind, 

I groped about me after every son : 
Two days I called upon their names, though dead ; 
Then, grief was worsted, and the Famine won." 

With savage glance awry, when he had said, 
He griped anew the wretched scull ; his teeth 
Sharp as a mastiff's on that caitiff head. 

1837. 
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DAJVTE* 



PURGATORIO, C. XI. 1—21. 

O Padre nostro, che ne' cieli stai, 

Non circoscritto, ma per piii amore 
Ch* a' primi efifetti di lassii tu hai ; 

Lodato sia 1 tuo nome e '1 tuo valore 
Da ogni creatura, com' ^ degno 
Di render grazie al tuo dolce vapore. 

Vegna ver noi la pace del tuo regno, 
Che noi ad essa non potem da noi, 
S' ella non vien, con tutto nostro 'ngegno. 

Come del suo voler gli angeli tuoi 
Fan sagrificio cantando Osanna, 
Cosi facciano gli uomini de' suoi. 

Da oggi a noi la cotidiana manna, 

Senza la qual per quest' aspro diserto 
A retro va chi piii di gir s' aflPanna. 

E come noi lo mal ch' avem soflferto 

Perdoniamo a ciascimo, e tu perdona 
Benigno, e non guardar al nostro merto. 

Nostra virt^ che di leggier s' adona, 

Non spermentar con V antico awersaro, 
Ma libera da lui, che si la sprona. 
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Father ours, that dwellest in the sky, 

Not circumscribed, but for Thy love intense 
To Thy first Emanations there on high ; 

Let each and every creature that hath sense 

Praise Thee, Thy name, Thy goodness, as 'tis fit 
They render thanks for Thy warm effluence. 

Thy kingdom come ; Thy peace too come with it, 
Which, if it come not by Thy gift divine, 
Comes not to us by strength of human wit. 

As of their wills the angel Powers to Thine, 
Chanting Hosanna, render sacrifice ; 
So may we men our huinan wills resign. 

Each day give daily manna from the skies. 

Without the which, in this rough desert place 
He backward slides who forward busiest hies. 

And as we pardon each to each, efface 

And blot away, benign, our heavier debt, 
Nor hold our ill deserts before Thy face. 

Our virtue, weak and easily beset, 

Oh hazard not with the inveterate foe 
That vexeth sore ; but free us from his net. 

1835. 
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Paradiso, 0. III. 70—87. 

Frate, la nostra volontli quieta 

Virtii di carit^ ; che fa voleme 
Sol quel ch' avemo ; e d' altro non ci asseta. 
Se disiassimo esser piii supeme 

Foran discordi gli nostri disiri 
Pal voler di Colui, die qui ne ceme. 
Che vedrai non capere in questi giri, 

S' essere in caritate h qui necesse, 
E se la sua natura ben rimiri. 
Anzi d formale ad esto beato esse 

Tenersi dentro alia divina voglia, 
Perch' una fansi nostre voglie stesse. 
Si che, com' noi siam di soglia in sc^lia 

Per questo regno, a tutto '1 regno piace, 
Ck)m' alio Be, ch' in suo voler ne 'nvoglia. 
In la sua volontade h nostra pace : 

Ella k quel mare, al qual tutto si muove 
Oi6 ch' ella cria^ o che Natura face. 
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Love by his virtue, Brother, hath appeased 

Our several wills : he causeth us to will 
But what we have, all other longings eased. 
Did we desire a region loftier still, 

Such our desire were dissonant from His, 
Who bade us each our several station fill : 
A thing impossible in these spheres of bliss 

If whoso dwelleth here, in Love alone 
Must dwell, and if Love's nature weU thou wis. 
Within the will Divine to set our own 

Is of the essence of this Being blest, 
For that our wiUs to one with His be grown. 
So, as we stand throughout the realms of rest, 

From stage to stage, our pleasure is the King's, 
Whose will our will informs, by Him imprest. 
In His Will is our peace. To this all things 

By Him created, or by Nature made, 
As to a central Sea, self-motion brings. 

1835. 
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iTtom \^t ^iuifH ^aggio; or, 0Df on tjfte 
Seat]) of Kapolf on. 

Oh quante volte al taoito 
Morir d* un giomo inerte, 
Chinati i rai fulmiuei^ 
Le braocia al sen conserte, 
Stette, e de* di che furono 
L' assalse il sowenir : 
£i ripensb le mobili 
Tende, e i percossi valli, 
E *1 lampo de' mampoli, 
E r onda de' cavalli, 
E '1 concitato imperio, 
E 1 celere ubbidir. 
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How often, aa the listless day 
In silence died away, 
With lightning eye deprest^ 
And arms across upon his breast ; 
He stood, and Memory's rushing train 
Came down on him amain : 
The breezy tents he seemed to see, 
And the battering cannon's course, 
And the flashing of the infantry. 
And the torrent of the horse, 
And the quick ecstatic word. 
Obeyed as soon as heard. 
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X)cr 0raf wn il^ah€bmt^. 

3u 9ta^en, In frtnet Xai^txpxa(tit, 
3m altert^{imn(^n ®aalf, 

S<)9m feftlic^en Jtrdnungdma^te. 
Die ©pelfen trug bet ^fatjgrof M 8fl^tn«, 
<Sd f(^nfte bet S5^me bed ))er{enben Skind, 

Unb Mt bie SQd^Ier. bie ®teSen, 
®le bet Sterne 6^or urn bie Sonne |l(]^ fiettt, 
Umfianben gefc^dftig ben «&enrf($|er ber fSStU, 

Die SQltrbe Nd ^mted jn uben. 

Unb rings erfftttte ben ^o^n ©alfon 

Dad SJoIf in freub'gem ©ebrdnge; 
Saut mif<3^te ^d} in ber $ofaunen 3:on 

Dad iau($|jenbe flflufen ber 9^enge; 
Denn geenbigt m^ langem 9erberUi(^ 6treit 
©ar bie falferlofe, bie f^retflic^e Qtit-, 

Unb ein Slitter war wieber auf @rben. 
9ll<]^t tlinb me^r nraltet ber elferne ©peer, 
0li(^t f&r^tet ber ©d^wac^e, ber Sriebli^ me^r, 

Ded Sftdd^tigen Seute {u n?erben. 
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V^it ffottnt of yi?ayi»iitt0|^ 

The ancient hall of Aix was bright j 

The Coronation-board beside 
Sate King Rodolph's anointed might, 

In Kaiser's poncip and pride : 
His meat was served by the Palatine, 
Bohemia poured the sparkling wine ; 

The Seven Electors every one 
Stood, fiawt about the wide-world's King, 
Each his high function following. 

Like the planets round the sun. 

The people, in their joyous throng. 

The galleries o'er him crowd. 
And the wild trumpet's tone prolong 

With acclamations loud ; 
The Idngless time is brought to close, 
The desperate struggle to repose. 

Earth has a Judge again to-day 5 
No more prevails the iron spear, 
Nor the feeble and the peaceful fear 

To be the mighty's prey. 
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Unb Ux Stdiitt rtfttelft ben golD*nen 9>ofaI, 

Unb fpri(^t viit juftifbenen SItden : 
f^SBol^I gUnget bad 9e{l, nw^ ^tAttget bad Slf^a^I, 

SKrln f5nlftli(3^ «&«t§ ju rntjfttfen ; 
5)0^ bm ©Anger tjemil^' l(^, ben iBtlnget ber 8ufl, 
S)et mtt fiiSem Alang mir ten^ege bie Sntfl, 

Unb mlt fl5ttU^ er^atenen 8el^ren. 
@o l^ab' id;'d ge^alten loon Sugenb an, 
Unb rood Id^ aid 8littet ge^fleet unb get^on^ 

SfW(^t wia i^'d aid Aalfet entBe^ren." 

Unb jlc^ I In ber Sfttpen umgeBenben Ateid 

^rat ber ©anger im langen Satare, 
3l^m glfingte bie »o*e jllberweifi, 

©eblei^t »on ber guile ber Sal^re. 
,;®figer SBopaut fcJ^Wft In ber ©aiten @oIb; 
3)er ©Anfler jlngt ijon ber SWlnne ©olb, 

Sr ))reifet bad ^b^^t, bad SBefle, 
5Bad bad -^erj jld^ wunfc^t, road ber ©inn Begefert; 
Do^ fage, road ifl bed Aaiferd roertl^ 

Oln feinem l^errtid^fien Sefle?" 
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The Kaiser grasped the golden cup. 

And spake with aspect gladdening all ; 
" Well shews the board, and my heart leaps up, 

Well shines the festival : 
Yet I mks the Bard that should bring delight 
And stir my breast with music's mighty 

And teach me with the god-given strain ; 
From youth I ever held it so. 
And what the Knight was used to do 

The Kaiser shall retain." 

Then forward stepped, amidst the Peers,, 

In flowing vest the minstrel dight ; 
His bleached locks with length of years 

Were gleaming silver-white. 
" Sweet music sleeps in the golden strings, 
Of love's reward the minstrel sings. 

The highest and the best extols 
That sense desires, or heart can pray ; 
But what can beseem the Kaiser, say. 

And the crown of festivals ?" 
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"Sf»(^t geWetm n>etb* Of bfiti ©aitfler," fptlc^t 

©er «6enf(^er mlt Wc^rfnbem SRunbf, 
" at fU^t In be« flrd^mn *men 5}flic^t, 

St df^otd^t bet geUetenkn ®tunbe: 
8BU In ben SItften bet Stutmwlnb fauf), 
9Ran tveifl ni<^t/ loon n^annen er fontmt unb BtaufI, 

8BU ber Ouf d and mSorgenf n 3!tefrn. 
®o bed Sdngerd Steb and bem Snnnm \^a% 
Unb n)e(fet bet bunfeln ®ef&^Ie @ewalt, 

5)U Im «6etgen wunbetSar fd^Iirfen." 

Unb bar ®dn9er taf(^ in bU ®aiten fdllt 

Unb (eginnt fie ntdc^tig ju f^Iagen: 
,,9luf« SBaibwetl ^lnau« titt ein eblet ^tl\>, 

S)en flltd^tigen @em9to(f ju {agen. 
3^m folgte bet Jtna))^) nilt bem Sdgetgefc^op/ 
Unb aid et auf feinem flattlid^en Stop 

3n eine %\x fommt gerltten, 
(gin ®I5(Heln i)bxt et Klngcn fetn, 
ein 5}tieflet roat'd wit bem geifc bed »&ettn; 

aSotan fam bet SKe^net gef^tltten." 
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" I will not bind the minstrels power/' 

With smiling lips the Sovran says : 
" He serves a higher lord ; the hour, 

As it prompts him, he obeys : 
Like as in air the whirlwind blows, 
And we know not whence its blast arose. 

Or fountains from the hidden deep ; 
The minstrel's song from within him springs, 
And stirs the dim ims^nings 

That in his bosom sleep." 

And the Bard he &lls to the chords apace. 

And strikes them with a master's might. 
" The chamois o'er the wild to chase, 

Went forth a noble Knight. 
A varlet with his rifle rode ; 
A stately steed himself bestrode ; 

His path across a meadow ran ; 
But a tinkling bell from far he hears. 
And, with the Host, a Priest appears. 

Behind his Sacristan. 
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,,Unb bet ®raf jur (Srbe ^^ mi^et f)in, 

3u ^m^rftt ntU gMubigem S^iflfttflnn 

9Ba8 alU a^f nf^n cri&frt. 
(Sin SA^Uin aUx tauf^te bur(^0 Srelb 
aSon bed (8i#ad;d reipenben gftutl^ defc^tvfKt, 

!Dad l^mmte bet SBanberer Stitte, 
Unb 6e»felt' legt iener bag Sahrament, 
aSon ben S&pen jie^t er bU @(^uf|e 6e]^b, 

S)amU tx bad iBAi^Ietn buri^fc^ritte.'' 

„®a« fij^afffl bu?" tebet bet ®raf i^n an, 

5)et Iffn tjetwunbert Mxa^Ut 
f,^txXf l(^ walle gu eineni flerBenben SKann 

Der na(3& ber ^gimmeWfojl fd^ma^tet ; 
Unb ba t^ mt(j^ nal^e bed Sac^d ®teg, 
S'a ^at tl^n bet {hdmenbe (SiepSad^ l^inweg 

3m ®ttubel bet SBeOen getiffen. 
!Dtum, bap bem iSe^jenben n^etbe fetn -^eil 
®o win i(^ bad HBaffetlein ie|t in ^il 

S)utd^n}aten mit natfenben S^itfen/' 
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" Then straight the Count to earth bows down. 

And bares his head in reverent thought, 
With faithful Christian sense to own 

What our redemption bought* 
A streamlet ran that field along; 
But now, from Giessbach hoarse and strong, 

High-swollen, it stopped the traveller's way : 
The Priest he laid the Host aside. 
And from his feet the shoes untied. 

To pass without delay* 

" * What dost thou V So the Count began. 

Entranced in wonder as he stood. 
* My Lord, I go to a dying man, 

That longs for the heavenly food ; 
But the plank, across the brook that lay. 
The Giessbach's flood hath borne away, 

Whirled in his waves' tumultuous mass ; 
Yet, lest the soul that yearns to feed 
Should famish, through the stream with speed 

My naked feet shall pass.' 
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„^a fet)t t^n ber (foof auf frin xitUxli(ti ^ftn, 

Unb tci<i^t i^ bU ))Ti<i^idfn 3^uuk, 
S)a$ or laU ben Jtranfrn; ber fein U^ti)xt, 

Unb bie ^lige $flU^ nid^t ^erfdume. 
Unb er felBer auf frined Jtnat)))en S^ier 
aSerdnitget n^ n^eiter bed Sagenf Segiet; 

:Der ^nbte bie (Reife t>9afii|ret/ 
Unb am ndt^^^en Wtet^tn ntit banfenbem 9M 
S)a btingt er bem (Sxaftn fein diop juritcf, 

SBefi^iben am Swgel gefii^ret." 

i,9li4ft woOe bad ®ott/' tief mit S>emut]^flnn 

S)ef ©taf, ba§ }um ®treiten unb 3(^en 
S)ad aio§ i(^ befd^ritte furbet^iu/ 

S)ad meinen ^^pftx oettagen, 
Unb mog^ bu'd ni^t l^aben gu eig^nem (Sewinnft 
€o Meibt e0 gewibmet bem g5ttli^en 5)ienfl; 

S)enn i^ 1^6' ed bem {a gegeBen, 
aSon bem i(^ (5^re unb irbif^ed ®ut 
3u Sel^n troge unb Seib unb Slut 

Unb ©eele unb 2lt^m unb !Beben." 
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" He set the Priest on his lordly steed, 

He gave him the embroidered rein, 
That he might h^p the sick man's need, 

Nor holy rite undone remain. 
He, mounted in his varlet's place, 
Filk full the pleasure of the chase ; 

But the Priest, his work and journey done, 
With care^ hand and ^ankful fiice 
Leads back the charger to the place 

Before the morning sim. 

" ^ Now God forbid,' right humbly cried - 

The Cdunt, * that or for fight or chase 
I e'er again the horse bestride 

That bore my Saviour's grace. 
And, if for use he may not be thine, 
I give him up to use divine^; 

I give my gallant steed to Him, 
From whom my honour and earthly g6od 
I hold on loan, my soul and blood. 

My breath, and life, and limb.' 
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^€fo m^' auSf ®ott, ber aHmAd^tige <&ort, 
S)et bad 8f(<^ bet QS^voad^n ttffbtti, 

3u e^tm (ht(^ Mii9eit ffitt unb bort, 
®o n^ie i^r {t^ iffn gec^ret. 

3^ fei^b rin istA(^%t ®raf, tOamt 

(Sud^ U&^ fe^ lieBIid^ Xb^ttt. 
@o m>0ett {U/ ticf n Begeiftart au0, 
®t(ti9 itrennt nt(^ Brlngen in ettet «&att0, 

Unb didnjen bie f))«t'{ten ®ef(^Ie(^tet!" 

Unb mlt flnnmbem <&au)>t fap ber Jtaifer ba, 

^6 bAd^t' ev tHTdangener B^iten : 
3et)t, ba et bent @dnaet ln'6 ^nge fo^^ 

S)a etgteifi i^n ber Sotte Sebeuten. 
3>ie QUgit bed $rle{lev9 etfennt et fii^nen, 
Unb betSitgt bet Zl^rftnen fluvjenben Oued 

3n bed SRanteld ))UY))tt¥nen Sfalten. 
Unb aOed HiAe ben jtaifer an, 
Unb erfannte ben @rafen, bet bad sttifon, 

Unb \>mf)xU bad d5ttli<!^ SBalten. 
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" * May He, that hears the poor man's prayer, 

And grants it by His power in heayen, 
So give thee honour, here and there, 

As thou to Him hast giyen ! 
In Switzerland for a valiant knight 
Thou 'rt known by deeds of right and might : 

Six blooming maids are thine ; I pray. 
May each bring home a crown,^ he cries. 
Inspired, ^ and Hapsburg's glories rise 

As ages roll away !' " 

The Kaiser sate with face intent, 

And scanned the by-gone years in thought: 
As on the Bard his looks he bent. 

The meaning then he caught ; 
The features of the Priest he knew ; 
He weeps; he hides the gushing dew 

Within his mantle's purple folds. 
To him alone each guest gives heed. 
And the doer of that noble deed 

In godlike honour holds. 

1837. 
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FROM DBR FRBISCHUTZ. 



annum Vtm$ from Bet JFteiKcj^iit!. 

Uitb Ob bie SBoIfe fir m^Ut, 
S)te @onm iUibt am «&immeU)fIt; 

(50 waltrt bort ein l^rget ffilOe; 
Sflid^t Wlnbem Sufatt Went bU ffielt ; 

5)a8 5lugr, wig tein unb flat, 

Sflimmt atter SBBefen liebenb nja^r. 

giir ml(^ wirb and} bet aSatet fotgen, 
5)em finbll(3^ 'Setj unb @lnn »<tttaut; 

Unb w4t bie^ aud^ meln lefetet fWorgen, 
aiief ml^ feln aSatet^-JSort aW SBtaut, 

©fin 5lnge, ewlg tein unb flat, 

Stimmt meiner au(^ mit 8ie6e \vaf)x. 
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Though wrapt in clouds, yet still, and still 
The stedfast Sun th' empyrean sways ; 

There, still prevails a holy Will ; 

'Tis not blind Chance the world obeys ; 

The Eye Eternal, pure, and clear. 

Regards, and holds all Being dear. 

For me too will the Father care. 
Whose heart and soul in Him confide ; 

And though my last of days it were. 
And though He called me to His side, 

His Eye, Eternal, pui*e, and clear, 

Me too regards, and holds me dear. 
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Olli l&omc. 

Par. Regained. B. IV. 

The city, which thou seest^ no other deem 
Than great and glorious Rome, queen of the earth, 
So far renowned, and with the spoils enriched 
Of nations. There the Capitol thou seest 
Above the rest lifting his stately head 
On the Tarpeiaa rock, her citadel 
Impregnable. And there Mount Palatine, 
The imperial palace, compass huge, and high 
The structure, skill of noblest architects, 
With gilded battlements conspicuous far. 
Turrets, and terraces, and glittering spires. 
Many a fair edifice besides^ more Hke 
Houses of gods 

Thou may'st behold, 
Inside and outside both, pillars and roofe, 
Carved work, the hand of famed artificers 
In cedar, marble, ivory, or gold. 
Thence to the gates cast round thine eye, and see 
What conflux issuing forth,- or entering in : 
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Tu quoque neve putes aliam qiiam prospicis urbem 
Bomule^ rerum doming ; quse scilicet orbis 
Exuviis praedives ovat, numeratque triumphos. 
En ubi rupe tu4, Tarpei, domus ipsa Tonantis 
Sustulit insignem prsdstanti Tertice formam ; 
Auratasque arces, et inexpugnabile saxum. 
Deinde Palatines coUes^ sedesque superbi 
Pnncipis immanernqne premimt fastigia molem : 
En turresque apicesque^ et propugnacula longis 
Conspicienda viis, et lucida despice tecta. 
Quin splendens baud rara domus, simillsque deorum. 

Ecce et mannoreas, aurique, eborisque, colmnnas, 
Cselatusque cedro nt ferit ardua sidera vertex, 
Extrorsum mtrorsumque nitens; qnsecimque periirbem 
Artifices dederint monumenta insignia dextree. 
Nee non et portas circumspice, quseque catervam 
Accipiat venient&m, et quae vomat sedibus undam. 
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Prsetora, pro-consuls to their provinces 

Hasting or on return, in robes of state, 

Lictors and rods, the ensigns of their power, 

Legions and cohorts, turmes of horse and wings. 

Or embassies from regions far remote. 

In various habits, on the Appian Road, 

Or on the JBmilian, some from £u-thest South, 

Syene, and, where the shadow both way falls, 

Meroe, Nilotic isle ; and, more to West, 

The realm of Bocchus to the blackmoor sea, 

Dusk faces, with white silken turbans wreathed. 

All nations now to Rome obedience pay, 

To Bonie's great Emperor, whose wide domain 

In ample. territory, wealth, and power. 

Civility of manners, arts, and arms 

And long, renown, thou justly may*st prefer. 
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£n reditus, en regna Duces semota profectos, 
Preetoresque, patris trabea cinctuque Gabino ; 
En comites duros, selleeque insignia virgas. 
Hinc legio, inde cohors ; hinc ala, hinc gestat equestres 
Turma virdm phaleras : longinquae hinc nnntius one 
^miliam orator peragit, sive Appia ducat, 
Diversos^ue habitus, ignotaque jactitat arma. 
Ultima quos Afris domus, aut quos porta Syenes, 
Torrida quos Meroe stagnantisque accola Nili, 
Misit; ubi radiis Sol desuper instat iniquis: 
Quos Bocchus ditione patens, quos marmora Maiu-i 
Oceani ; albentem gestat frons furva tiaram. 
Scilicet imperium tumido maris sequore clausimi 
Victa reformidat tellus, ac jussa facessit 
Principis : Ille etenim cunctos tenet : Illius arma 
PraevaUda, imperiumque, inconcussasque oohortes 
(Idem armis, idem Ille toga) famamque perennem, 
Mansuetosque virum mores, ingentiaque auri 
Pondera, tu prima neu dedignere corond. 

1831. 
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So, in the painter's animated frame. 

Where Mars embraces the soft Paphian Dame, 

The little Loves in sport the fitnlchion wield, 

Or join their strength to heave his ponderous shield ; 

One strokes the plume in Tityon's gore embrued, 

And one the spear, that reeks with Typhon's blood ; 

Another's infant brows the helm sustain : 

He nods his crest, and frights the shrieking train. 
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TOAO? €f)V' Kol TOlOVotdfUU SfiptflOV^ApflV 

WTv/cToU ^(aypaxfxp avSpi yeypafifievov iv 'mvcuceaaiVy 
€3t€ ^Cka irepl X'^^P^ fiaXeu XP^^W ^-A^po&iTj)* 
rvrdol S* h£a koi iv0a Sopv KpaZdovatv "Epayre^, 
aawiSa t 2^* fiapAiv aoXKee; wlroa e;j^ov<rti/, 

irrjKev 6 fihf Ttrvov \v6p<p TreiraXcuyfUvov &opy 
BeurepfXi ai wtCSjov eZ^e, Tui^c&co? i/cirlov alfia, 
X^V^ ^^ f^^ fcaripe^' $e6pw rpiro^ airre ifxieivrjv 
afi^l irepl Kporcufyouri, vcov irep iovro^y ldr)K€V* 
Seivov Sk veveaice ^otf S' aafiearo*; opdapei. 

1831. 
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Rock of Ages, rent for me. 

Let me hide myself in Thee^; 

Let the Water and the Bloody 

From Thy riven side which flowed^ 

Be of sin the double cure : 

Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

Not the labours of my hands 
Can fulfil Thy law's demands ; 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears for eyer flow, 
All for sin could not atone ; 
Thou must save, and Thou alone. 
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Jesus^ pro me perforatum, 
Condar intra Tuum latus. 
Tu per lympham profluentem, 
Tu per sanguinem tepentem, 
In peccata mi redunda, 
Tolle culpam, sordes munda. 

Coram Te, nee Justus forem 
Quamvis tot^ yi laborem, 
Nee si fide nunquam cesso, 
Fletu stillans indefesso : 
Tibi soli tantum munus; 
Salva me, Salvator unus ! 



^ 



144 



TOPLAJ>T« 



Nothing in my hand I bring ; 
Simply to Thy Cross I cling ; 
Naked, come to Thee for dress. 
Helpless, look to Thee for grace, 
Foul, I to the Fountain fly ; 
Wash me. Saviour, or I die. 

While I draw this fleeting breath ; 
When my eye-strings break in death ; 
When I soar to worlds unknown, 
See Thee on Thy judgment throne ; 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee. 
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Nil in manu mecum fero, 

Sed me versufl Cnicem gero; 

Vestimenta nudus oro, 

Opem debilis imploro ; 

Fontem Christi qucero immundus^ 

Nisi laves, moribundus. 

Dum hos artus Vita regit ; 
Quando nox sepulchro tegit ; 
Mortuos cum stare jubes, 
Sedens Judex inter nubes ; 
Jesus, pro me perforatus, 
Condar intra Tuum latus. 



1848. 
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Va$tii to ii% BBife. 

If thou wert by my side, my love, 
How &8t would erening foil. 

In green Bengala's palmy groye. 
Listening the nightingale ! 

If thou, my love, wert by my side. 

My babies at my knee. 
How gaily would our pinnace glide 

O'er Gunga's mimic sea ! 

I miss thee at the dawning day. 
When, on the deck reclined. 

In careless ease my limbs I lay. 
And woo the cooler wind. 
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Tu modo dux, tu comes, Uxor, esses, 
Quam daret Isetos Philomela cantus, 
Palmea ut felix moreretur hora 
Vesperis umbrsL ! 

Tu modo, ac tecum soboles, patemo 
Pendula amplexu, latus assideres ; 
Suaviter Gungae scaphus auream de- 
scenderet undam. 

Mane, surgeriti relevandus aur^, 
Dum super cymbse tabulas recumbo, 
Te reluctanti, licet otiosus, 

Corde requiram. 
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I miss thee, when by Gunga's stream 

My twilight steps I guide ; 
But most beneath the lamp's pale beam 

I miss thee from my side. 

I spread my books, my pencil try, 
The lingering noon to cheer ; 

But miss thy kind approving eye, 
Thy meek attentive ear. 

But when of mom and eve the star 

Beholds me on my knee, 
I feel, though thou art distant far. 

Thy prayers ascend for me. 
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Vespera, Gungae prope fiumen errans, 
Te petam desiderio fideli ; 
Pallidam I'e projiciente noctu 

Lampade fiammam. 

Cum neque aspectu recreer benigno, 
Nee proba vox aeeipiatur aure, 
Displieent libri ; male penicillis 
Fallitur eestus. 

Rite mi flexis genibus precanti^ 
Supplices et Te sociare palmas 
Stella naacentis videt ae diei 

Stella cadentis. 
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Then on ! Then on ! where duty leads, 

My course be onward still ; 
O'er broad Hindostan's sultry meads, 

O'er bleak Almorah's hill. 

That course nor Delhi's kingly gates^ 

Nor wild Malwah detain ; 
For sweet the bliss that me awaits 

By yonder western main. 

Thy towers, Bombay, gleam bright they say. 

Across the dark blue sea ; 
' But ne'er were hearts so light and gay. 
As then shall meet in thee. 
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Proinde quo virtus jubet ire pergam, 
AlmoraB scandens gelidum cacumen, 
Seu juga Indorum sequar^ atque campos 
Sole perustos. 

Dellia, ac regum domus et columnae^ 
Barbarae nee me tenet ora Malvae ; 
Dulcius quiddam Hesperius recludit 
Mannore pontus. 

Bombaeae turres, rutilaB per eequor, 

O diem feustum ! O bona fata ! quando 

ConjugeSy teti manibus reprensis, 

Limen inibunt. 

1859. 
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